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PROLOGUE. 

By  the  AUTHOR. 

j^AUNCH’D  on  the  boibnj  of  the  gentle  tide. 

With  friendly  hands  it’s  eafy  courfe  to  guide ; 
With  gilded  tackling,  and  with  filken  fail, 

To  catch  of  kind  applaufe  the  flatt’ring  gale. 

Say,  what  ftrange  frenzy,  in  the  Poet’s  brain. 

Urg’d  his  frail  bark  to  ’tempt  the  ftormy  main  ; 

(Far  from  the  kindly  fafe  protedling  fhore) 

Where  the  winds  whiftle  and  the  tempefts  roar  ? 
Withfuch  a  cargo  too,  fuch  motely  fluff! 

For  ’tis  a  flrange  affortment,  fure  enough. 

Some  profe,  forae  verfe,  forae  merry,  and  fome  fad  ; 
Some  good,  we  hope  ;  and  much  I  doubt,  fome  bad  j 
Some  old,  fome  new,  fome  Englifh,  fome  from  France, 
Tho’  not  their  weeping  comedy,  nor  dance. 

An  Abbe  too  !  a  fight  you’ve  feldom  feen  ; 

A  parrot  cloath’d  in  black,  inflead  of  green  ; 

Half  church,  half  lay,  half  clerk,  half  militant ! 

Tho’  in  a  band,  the  creature  will  not  cant. 

He’s  light  too,  not  o’ercharg’d  with  cleric  lore  ; — . 

One  good  fat  Parfon  would  outweigh  a  fcore  : 

He  will  not  therefore  fink  us  by  his  weight. 

And  if  he  makes  you  laugh,  he  pay’s  his  freight. 

We’re  all  above  board — did  not  mean  to  fleal, 

But  to  declare  our  goods,  and  fairly  deal ;  ■ 

All  in  the  legal  way  of  importation, 

Tho’  there  may  be  fome  fraall  adulteration. 

Some  merit  yet’s  oue  merchant  author’s  plea; 

From  Gallic  chains  he  fets  his  drama  free ; 

Where  the  ear’s  wearied  with  perpetual  rhymes, 

Like  the  dull  jingle  of  their  clatt’ring  chimes  , 

Where  male  and  female  verfe,  with  conflant  flrife, 

Drag  one  fad  endlefs  yoke,  like  man  and  wife. _ 

But  let  our  blame  be  bounded  as  it  ought _ 

No  general  cenfi.ijre  fuits  a  fiugle  fault. 
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her  at  the  Convent,  he  was  all  adoration  ;  now  that  fhe's 
brought  to  the  houfe  here,  and  deftinM  to  be  his  wife,  his 
fentiments  and  language  are  quite  changed.  He  aflumes'the 
■  tone,  and  the  coldnefs  of  a  hulband  already  ;  and  as  he  is  ^ 
wanting  to  the  father,  he  ihamefully  neglefcs  the  daughter. 

6W.  .If  ]ie  is  not  ceremonious  with  them,  'tis  his  way,  Li- 
fette,  and  Jvir.  de  Foilis  will  readily  excufe  it ;  they  are  old 
friends. 

He  would  Ihew  him  the  raore  relpe^^l  then.  Madam, 
Indeed,  Lucile  feems  fenfible  of  this,  and  is  become  of  late 
lilent  and  melancholy. 

Cs/.  Oh  no,  ’tis  her  natural  turn  to  be  filent.  Simplicity 
is  the  leading  ingredient  in  her  character,  and  the  Convent 
education  gives  her  an  aukwardnefs  that  has  the  air  of  Rupi- ' 
dity. 

A//I  bhe  is  not  fo  fimple  as  flie  appears,  I  alTure  you,  Ma¬ 
dam.  Only  obferve  her  looks  !  I  never  faw  more  meaning 
in  two  charming  bright  eyes  in  my  life;  and  the  thinks  and  feels 
too,  if  I  have  any  ikill  in  looks. — But  tire  Baron  treats  her 
like  a  c^ild,  is  always  chiding  ;  or,  Avhat's  as  bad,  teaching 
her  ;  when  he  thinks  of  her  at  all,  which  is  but  feldom  ;  add 
to  this,  his  intimacy  with  his  new  neighbour  the  Countefs 

Cf/.  The  Countefs  is  not  of  a  character  to  make  her  un» 
eafy— then  Ihe  is  fo  fooliih. 

Li/l  The  more  likely  to  charm  him  ;  and  of  late  his  efteem 
for^her  feems  violently  increafed. 

Cc/.  And  has  no  reality  in  it.  The  fame  whirlwind  tranf- 
ports  and  links  them  together  ;  they  feek  each  other,  becaufe 
thc^'  think  each  otner  fafhiqnable  ;  they  are  coraplaifant  wkhr 

out  fondnefs,  and  intimate  without  being  acquainted _ Their 

fpifits  are  alw^ays  on  the  wing  together  in  fearch  of  amufc- 
incnt,  and  their  hearts  never  of  the  party. 

Lrj:  Here  comes  the  Countefs,  Madam,  and  followed  Iw' 
a  handfome  young  gentleman. 

^  6W.  Her  vifits  tire  me  ! 


ILntti,  Countefs,  Marquis  following, 

Crant.  We  are  looking  for  the  llarolt  with  the  utmoft  im- 

t-  V  h  t  of  confetjuence  to  tell  liini.  Pray, 

!-,  them  hnd  him  immediately— T  can’t  ftay  a  moment.  ^ 

fo.  E  go  and  tell  him  to  come  down.  Madam,  if  you 
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Count.  No,  ftay  with  us,  I  beg,  Madam.  Llfette  will  be 
good  enough  to  call  him. 

CeL  Make  hafte.  \_Exit  Lifette. 

Count.  [To  the  Marquis.']  What  a  ftifF air  ! 

Marq.  But  ’tis  noble  and  difcreet*  [To  the  Cou^tefs, 
Cel.  I  was  never  more  embarafled. 

Celia.^  My  dear  Madam,  you  live  quite  out 
of  the  world,  and  one  never  fees  you* — I  muft  pofitively  drag 

you  out  of  this  folitude,  and  inlpire  you  with  the  ipirit  and 
tafte  of  the  world.  .  ^  r  ^  r 

Cel.  Obfcurity  fuits  fuch  young  perfons  as  me— ~ 

Count.  No,  no  ;  I  muft  have  the  forming  you. 

Cel.  You  11  excufe  me.  Madam.  I  am  quite  unable  to  fol- 
low  your  fteps  ;  my  head’s  too  weak,  and  my  heart  too  ti¬ 
mid— I  am  the  Have  of  vulgar  prejudices,  and  Ihould  ill  fup- 
port  the  honour  of  your  choice. 

Count.  But  handh^me  as  you  are,  and  made  to  pleafe,  don’t 
you  pant  to  be  admired  ?  To  live  upon  that  Tingle  idea,  is  for 
you  not  only  a  duty,  but  an  abfolute  neceflity  :  the  neceflity  of 
eating  and  keeping  is  not  greater  for  us  than  that  of  being  ad- 
mired-—  tis  the  great  law  of  our  nature.  To  racket  and  to 
Ihine,  are  the  life  of  life  for  me  ! 

Cel.  For  me,  who  am  no  coquette,  I  place  my  happinefs  in 
avoiding  all  eclat ;  and  endeavour  to  find  it  not,  in  the  opini- 
on  of  others,  but  in  my  own  breaft. 

Marq.  Her  anfwers  are  the  dilates  of  reafon.  I  am 
charmed  wuh  them.  ^To  the  Countefs. 

Coune.  [To  the  Marquis.]  And  I  fiiocked.  [To  Celia.] 

But  you  muft  then,  my  dear  Madam,  have  a  pofitive  tafte  for 
tnnui  ? 

Cel.  No  really — and  I  feldom  find  it - but  in  tirefome 

company.  ^Afide. 

Count.  How  foolifii  file  is  !  \_Afide. 

CeL  What  a  ftrange  creature  !  [^Afide. 


;)■ 


Enter  Lifette. 


Coimt.  Is  the  Baron  coming?  for  I’m  out  of  patience. 
jLtf.  Madam,  he  is  gone  out. 

Count.  Mighty  well.  •  I  tliought  To. 

Lif.  But  he’ll  be  at  home  in  a  minute. 

Count,  I  don’t  believe  a  word  on’t.  But  where  can  he  be  ? 
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CeJ,  I^ll  find  him,  and  let  him  know  you  are  waiting  for 
him.  \^Exeunt  Celia  and  Lifette.  , 

Count.  Is  it  pofiible  that  Ihould  be  the  Barones  filler  ?  Whaty 
do  you  think  of  her  ? 

Marq.  She  feeras  very  amiable. 

Count.  She  is  mighty  lively ! 

Marq.  She  is  very  fenfible — and  good  fenfe,  Madam— 

Count.  Is  much  out  of  its  place  in  you,  Sir.  It’s  a  pretty  j 
thing  to  be  fenfible  at  your  years. — A  young  man  of  falhionij 
and  an  admirer  of  good  fenfe  !  | 

Enter  the  Baron.  ^ 

O  Baron,  come  and  behold  what  you  have  never  heard  of„.i 
and  never  can  believe  !  Such  a  fight  1  A  young  man  of  falhion,,. 
prudent  and  fenfible,  who  dares  to  declare,  and  not  even  blulhr 
at  it. 

Baron.  ’Tis  an  example. — 

Count.  Yes,  to  avoid - But  no  more  of  that,  the  young;; 

man  may  yet  reccn’-er. 

Baron.  The  cafe  feems  dangerous. 

Count.  Beyond  the  power  of  the  faculty  I  fear — ^but  a  more? 
important  aifair  brings  me  here.  I  come  to  engage  you  for 
the  evening.  Signior  Vacarmni  makes  a  prodigious  noife. 

Baron.  Yes,  they  talk  much  of  him. 

Count.  Oh,  he’s  the  greatell  fiddle  in  all  It^ly — the  molt 
divine  creature.  I  have  made  a  party  for  you  to  .iteSar  himr 
this  evening. 

Baron.  You  propofe  me  a  great  pleafure,  but  unfortunately. 
I  am  engaged. 

Count.  Every  body  is  fond  of  our  Baron  here  ;  every  body' 
quarrelling  for  him,  and  happy  they  who  can  engage  him. — 
Didn’t  I  tell  you  fo.  Marquis  ? 

Marq.  One  can’t  be  furprized,  amiable'as  he  is. 

Baron.  Oh  have  mercy  upon  your  poor  friend  if  you  pleafc.« 

Count.  You  mull  break  your  engagement,  I  mull  have  the: 
preference. 

Baron.  ’Tis  doing  me  a  kind,  and  charming  violence——- 
Yet — 

Count.  Yet — ^you’ll  come  with  us-- — ‘Yes,— I  know  you. 

Marq.  I  beg  you  will-— 

Count.  And  I  infill — 
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\  JBdron.  You  infift  ?  '  r  •  i 

;  Count*  Y es — abfolutely,  and  am  aftoniftied  at  your  hentation. 

Baron,  I  no  longer  refift.  When  the  ladies  command,  one 
muft  obey. 

Count.  I  may  depend  upon  you  ? 

Baron.  Certainly. 

Count.  I  muft  now  talk  to  you  upon  another  matter  of  a 
tnoft  ferious  nature.  I  hear  a  report  which  furprizes  and  af« 
Jflidls  me. 

Baron.  Some  bad  news  no  doubt.’ 

Count.  Oh  dreadful ! — the  moft  iKocking  imaginable. 

Baron.  You  really  alarm  me,  Madam — Pray  explain. 

Count.  Nay,  ’tis  about  yourfelf — Such  a  misfortune  ! 

Baron.  For  Heaven^s  fake.- 

Count.  No — I  can’t  pronounce  it. 

Baron,  I  beleech  you,  Madam. — ’tis  fome  fcandalous  re*^ 
port  ril  lay  my  life. 

Count.  O  very  fcandalous.  You  are  fuined  and  difgraced 
for  ever  if  it’s  true. 

Baron.  For  pity’s  fake.  I’m  on  the  rack. 

Count.  Well,  then,  if  I  muft. — They  fay  you  are  going  to 
be  married. 

Baron.  And  is  that  the  caufe  of  fo  much  alarm  ? 

Count.  Yes,  indeed;  is  h .true? 

Baron,  Why  ? .  ^  ‘  . 

Count.  Why  !  O  you  hefitate ;  aye,  aye^  its  over  with  you 

Ifee--Well?  ^ 

Baron*  There  may  be  fomething  in  iti. 

Count.  So  much  -the  worfe. 

Baron.  Marriage  is  then  very  terrible  in  yOur  ej^es  ? 

Count.  O  moft  terrible. 

Baron.  But  one  muft  fom.etime  take  a  ferious  engagement. 

Count.  Never. 

Baron.  I  follow  example  ;  you  know  I  love  to  be  in  the 
failiion,  and  foon  or  late,  ’tis  what  W’e  all  come  to. 

Count.  No,  Baron,  no  ;  I  know  you  well,  and  believe  me, 
marriage  is  not  made  for  yon,  nor  you  for  it — No  ;  your 
friends  diould  all  oppofe  it,  and  the  world  would  lofe  you 
o,jite — the  true  man  of  the  world  holds  to  nothing,  or  by  the 
mghteft  bands,  which  one  moment  forms,  and  the  next  de- 
ftioys.  He  abhors  all  ferious  connexions,  is  always  engaging 
and  i/ovcr  engaged. 
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B&ron.  Heaven  has  made  me  fociable  in  all  fituations. 

Count,  O  no,  I  read  in  your  eyes  thit  marriage  will  four 
all  the  fweet  in  your  difpofition  ;  and  of  a  fpirited  amiable 
batchelor,  make  a  crofs  melancholy  hufband* 

Marq.  No,  Madam,  there's  no  fear  of  the  Baron's  fuffering 
fuch  a  change,  and  I  dare  fay  he  has  made  too  good  a  choice* 

Baron.  My  heart  has  taken  reafon  for  its  guide. 

Count.  Reafon  !  O  Heavens  !  I  could  pardon  the  Marquis 
here  talking  of  reafon,  but  for  you,  and  me,  dear  Baron,  wc 
know  too  well  it’s  a  mere  chimsera. 

Marq.  Reafon  a  chimasra ! — the  idea  is  fingular. 

Count.  There’s  no  fuch  thing — 'tis  an  old  fafhioned  pre¬ 
judice,  which  falfely  takes  its  name — Hey  Baron  ! 

Marq.  For  me,  Madam,  l  am  really  fo  old-fafhioned  as  to 
acknowledge  the  exigence  of  fuch  a  reafon,  as  far  from  being 
a  prejudice,  deftroys  the  filly  prejudices  which  the  world  is 
the  dupe  of ;  which  improves  our  virtues,  corrects  our  errors, 
and  makes  us  at  once  both  wife  and  fociable. 

Count.  And  I  maintain  that  fhe  is  herfelf  the  worll  of  er¬ 
rors,  encreafes  all  our  faults,  Ipoils  all  our  virtues.  Rifles  a 
thoufand  eqjoyments,  and  is  the  parent  of  a  thoufand  ridicules 
— Reafon,  which  has  not  common  fenfe  ;  which  they  call  pru¬ 
dence,  and  is  mere  ftupidity. 

Marq,  But  true  reafon.  Madam.— 

Baron,  Oh  there  are  many  forts - Every  body  has  one 

which  he  paints  in  his  own  colours.  Even  the  Countefs  here, 
let  her  fay  what  (he  will,  has  a  reafon  in  her  own  way. 

Count.  I  a  reafon  ! 

Baron.  Moft  certainly,  Madam,  and  under  another  name 
you  fubmit  to  its  laws. 

Count.  Good  Heaven  forbid  1  and  of  what  fort,  pray  ?  I 
have  Qo  notion — 

Baron.  Oh,  certainly  that  of  the  firR  quality,  which  the 
vulgar  call  folly  ;  whofe  bufinefs  it  is  to  amufe  herfelf  with 
every  thing,  to  brave  all  prudifh  cenfures,  and  nonfenfical  fcru- 
ples,  and  laughing  at  the  grave  fools  which  the  univerfe  a- 
lx)unds  with,  forms  the  man  of  the  world,  and  the  only  true 
philofopher.  * 

Count.  Dear  Baron,  what  a  happy  difcovery  ?  Your  reafon 
is  quite  divine,  and  I  am  a  perfed  convert  to  it,  fince  it's 
embellifhed  with  all  the  charms  of  adorable  folly.  —  But  the 
Marquis,  I  fear  will  never  fubmit  to  it.— To  the  old  reafon 
he'll  give  the  preference. 


A  C  O  M  E  D  i; 

Marq,  Oh  no,  Madam, ^  fuch  folly  is  the  quintefTence  oF 
Wifdom,  and  I  chearfully  fubmit  to  its  laws. 

Count.  The  BaJon  is  a  fublime  genius. — Nothing  too  hard 
or  him.  Such  amiable  manners,  and  fuch  engaging  wit! — 
Adieu. — I  have  a  thoufand  vifits  to  make  this  morning.  At 
^ree  I  expert  you  both. — But,  dear  Baron,  renounce  that  o- 
dious  marriage.  That  reafon  you  have  taught  us  to-day  abfo- 
lutely  commands  you,  through  me,  -to  live  free  and  indepen¬ 
dent,  as  I  do. 

We  11  tread.on  air,^  thro*  pleafure’s  Ipriglitly  rounds, 

Eife  s  furface  lip,  and  leave  the  naufeous  grounds. 

!  Chagrin  and  grief  lie  deep  beneath  the  brim  ; 

Bo.tafte  its  eflence,  we  fliould  only  fldm. 

[_Exlt  Countefs. 

Marq.  Now  that  we  are  alone,  my  dear  Baron,  I  take 
:  with  plealure,  this  opportunity  to  tell  you  how  much  I  fed 
rnyfelf  obliged  to  you,  and  the  fincere  friendfliijD  all  your  civi- 
;  Jities  and  kindnefs  have  inlpired  me  with. — Your  intereft  real¬ 
ly  touches  me,  and,  as^ou  are  on  the  point  of  contrafting  a 
I  ferious  engagement,  I  Oiould  be  glad  to  know  the  part  which, 
as  your  friend,  I  ought  to  take  in  it. 

Baron.  My  efteem  for  you  is  not  lefs,  I  aflure  you  ;  where 
I  I  fee  merit,  myfriendfhips  are  foon  form’d ;  your’s  has  ftruck 
(  me.  Our  acquaintance  is  yet  but  new,  and  is  already  more 
I  dear  to  nie  than  a  friendlhip  of  ten  years.  As  to  the  affair  of 
i  my  marriage,  yo’^j  faw  I  was  ihy  to  the  Countefs,  but  to  you 
,  my  heart  lhall  open  itfelf  without  referve.  The  woman  I  have 
I  made'  choice  of  is  young,  beautiful,  difereet ;  has  the  mofl 
:  enchanting  figure,  and  Captivates  at  lirft  fight. — She  has  birth 
I  too,  and  fortune  ;  and  what  makes  the  connedion  ftill  more 
defirable,  is  the  long  friendfiiip  w^hich  has  united  me  with  her 
j  father. 

I  Marq,  What  a  number  of  advantages! — I  may  then  cor¬ 
dially  congratulate - 

I  Baron.  Stop  a  moment—you  imagine,  after  this  deferipti- 
on,  that  nothing  is  wanting  to  my  happinefs ;  but  pray  be  un¬ 
deceiv’d,  and  learn  that  one  fatal  circumflance  deftroys  it  all 
—in  a  word,  this  captivating  charmer,  this  idol  of  my  foul, 
under  the  moft  enchanting  appearance,  hides  a  mafs  of  folly[ 

I  don’t  know  what  name  to  give  her  ;  ’ris  a  creature  that  can 
fcarcc  articulate ;  dull,  abfent,  infenfible,  without  feeling  qr 
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idea  ;  fhe  feems  governed  by  mere  inftinft.  At  the  moment 
fhe  dirows  the  mod;  animated  gjance,  a  ftupid  filence  belies  its 

j^eaning _ fiie  is  dead  to  every  imprellion  and  lentimcnt,  and 

I  am  going  to  marry  a  beautiful  Itatue. 

Mara.  Time,  and  your  inftru^lions,  will  teach  her, 

Baron.  Oh,  no  ;  there’s  no  effort  I  have  not  made  to  throw 
fome  light  on  her  underftanding.  Being  foon  to  become  her 
hufband,  with  the  confeut  of  her  father,  I  took  her  from  the 
convent.  She  is  now  here  with  my  lifter,  who  feeouds  my 
endeavours,  but  all  in  vain — inftead  of  advancing,  Ihe  feems 
to  go  back,  and  her  underftanding  lelTens  every  day.  At  pre- 
fent,  fhe  fcarce  fpeaks  a  word — ayjfj-,  or  a  no,  and  thofe  ge¬ 
nerally  ill  placed,  is  all  I  can  get  out  of  hei  ^  the  founds  fhe 
liftens  to  go  no  farther  than  ear,  and  her  mind  feems  a  per¬ 
fect  blank,  judge,  then  if  my  happinefs  is  complete,  and  tell 
me  what  refoluiibn  I  ought  to  take. 

Marq.  There’s  no  perfebl  happinefs,  and  every  m.an  has  his 

misfoiu:un.es. 

Baron.  But  there  are  none  fo  tormenting  as  mine.  For  this 
fatal  objebt,  I  pafs  by  turn  from  defire  to  dilguft,  and  from 
contempt  to  adoration  ;  her  folly  repels,  while  her  charms 
attract  me,  and  I  am  in  a  conftant  maze  of  contradidtion  with 
rayfelf. 

Marq.  I  lament  your  fate ;  but  though  unfortunate,  I  know 
a  lover  much  more  to  be  pitied. 

Baron.  That’s  irapolTible  ;  my  mifery  is  at  its  height,  and 
who  could  ever  know  its  equal?  ^ 

Marq.  Myfelf. 

Baron.  You,  Marquis  ! 

Marq.  Yes,  I ;  and  it  maybe  fome  alleviation  of  your  mif- 
fortune,  when  I  repay  your  confidence  by  a  recital  of  mine. 
In  the  firft  place,  there’s  fome  fimiliarity  betw^een  them — I 
admire,  as  you  do,  a  young  beauty  whom  I  faw  at  a  convent 
— whofe  natural  grace  ftrikes  and  interefts  at  the  firft  glance. 
The  fweet  found  of  her  voice  penetrates  the  very  foul,  while 
lier  looks  add  to  the  emotion — Nature  has  not  been  kind  by 
halves  to  this  charming  girl ;  your’s  has  only  her  outward 
gifts,  but  mine  pofteffes  all  her  treafures  !  her  lovely  fm.iling 
gyes  promife  fenfe,  and  keep  their  promife — her  heart  is  made 
for  love  and  tendernefs,  a  compound  of  foft  paflion,  fenti- 
pient  and  delicacy. 

B^ron.  You  talk  toe  feelingly,  not  to  be  bdovM. 
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'  Marq.  Yes,  I  believe,  indeed,  our  pallion  is  mutual. 

Baron,  Y ou  are  too  happy  !  and  I  envy  your  good  fortune. 

Marq,  Sufpend  your  judgement  a  little,  and  you’ll  have 
reafon  to  change  your  opinion. — ^Being  ordered  with  my  re¬ 
giment  on  a  diftant  fervice,  I  loft  fight  of  my  charming  mif- 
trefs,  and  have  never  been  able  to  learn  what  is  become  of  her 
— We  correfponded  conftantly  for  fome  time,  and  her  letters 
regularly  followed  mine — but  all  of  a  fudden  fhe  ceafed  writ¬ 
ing  to  me.  The  moment  I  was  at  liberty,  I  haftened  back  to 
France,  and  the  very  day  of  my  arrival,  flew  to  the  convent. 
Vain  hope  all  they  could  tell  me  was,  that  flie  had  left  it  fome 
time,  and  my  endeavours  fince  to  learn  any  trace  of  her  have 
been  fruitlefs. 

Baron  That  ought  not  to  deje<ft  you  ;  your  inquiries  will 
certainly  difeover  her;  and  your  confoJaticn  is,  that  you  pof- 
fefs  her  heart. 

Marq.  Vain  and  cruel  advantage  !  which,  if  I  lofe  her, 
only  completes  my  misfortune. 

Baron.  Still  it  is  lefs  than  mine,  while  any  hope  remains. 
But  for  me,  with  my  inanimate  idol,  there’s  no  refource. 

Marq.  You’ll  polfefs  her,  and  that  ought  to  confoleyou— 
but  the  more  perfed  the  object,  the  more  intolerable  the  lofs. 

Baron.  Let  us  no  longer  difpute  fo  cruel  a  pre-eminence, 
but  let  our  union  in  misfortune  be  the  bond  of  our  friendfliip. 
Adieu  !  ’tis  with  pain  I  leave  you  ;  but  I  muft  go  out  on  par¬ 
ticular  bufinefs  ,  and  to  put  off  the  Duke. 

Marq.  And  I  to  learn  if  my  inquiries  have  had  any  fuccefs. 
Adieu  !  dear  Barron  ;  fuch  a  friend  is  my  only  fupport  under 
fhe  lofs  I  have  fuflered. 

END  OF  THE  FIRST  ACT, 

ACT.  II. 

V 

S  C  E‘  N  E  I. 

» 

*The  Marquis,  and  Champaign. 

Marquis. 

me  quickly.  Champaign,  what  have  you  learnt  ? 

**  Chem^,  Learnt  i  I’ve  difeovered  where  ihe  lives,  Sir— , 
that’s  all. 
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Marq.  Where  is  flie  then  ! — ^Tell  minute. 

Champ*  Here, 

Marq.  Where  ! — here  in  Paris  ? 

Champ.  In  this  very  houfe,  Sir,  and  I  have  juft  feen  her. 

Marq.  Impoflible! — how? 

Champ.  Oh,  corporeally,  actually  here.  Sir  j  and  that’s  not 
all — I  could  furprize  you  ft  ill  more.  » 

Marq.  Tell  me  then  this  moment,  rafcal ! 

Champ.  Yes,  Sir;  but  your  honour  promifed  to  give  me 
fomething  for  my  intelligence  and  Ttn  afraid. - 

Marq.  Speak,  rafcal,  or  I’ll  give  you  more  than  I  promiL 
cd.  \_Holds  up  his  Jlick% 

Champ.  Oh,  yes,  Sir  ;  for  if  I  muft  be  beat,  it  fhall  be  with 
a  fafe  confcience,  and  I’ll  tell  the  whole  truth — She’s  going 
to  be  married.  Sir. 

Marq.  To  be  married  !  It  can’t  be  !  When  ?  where  ?  to 
whom  ? 

Champ.  Immediately,  Sir,  and  to  the  Baron,  the  mafter  of 
this  houfe. 

Marq.  To  the  Baron  ! 

Champ.  The  very  fame.  Sir  ;  and  the  thing  is  moft  cer¬ 
tain. 

Marq.  What  aftrange  and  moft  unhappy  adventure  ?  But  it 
can’t  be — they  have  impofed  upon  thee. — Theperfon  he  is  oo- 

ing  to  marry,  is  handfome  indeed,  but  an  abfolute  fool _ fo\c 

has  juft  told  me  himfelf ;  but  Ihe  whom  I  adore,  is  all  fnirit 
all  lire,  all  fentimcnt!  * 

Champ.  I  don’t  know  what  account  he  has  given  his  mif- 

trefs,  nor  whether  he  has  made  her  a  wit,  or  a  fool. _ But 

I  am  convinced,,  and  that  by  my  own  eyes,  that  the  young  la¬ 
dy  who  is  lodged  here,  is  the  very  fame  to  whom  I,  have  car¬ 
ried  a  hundred,  lettei  s,  vv'^itnclles  of  your  tender  pallion. 


Tiyr  T  1  Champ. 

Marq.  J  can  no  longer  doubt — and  now  I  fee  it  all _ ves 

he  has  taken  her  fimplicity  and  bailifulnefs,  for  folly  and  iiB 
nefs  and  her  natural  referve  has  been  increafed  by  the  force 
pt  upon  her  inclinations.  Vain,  flattering  thought !  that 
brings  n^confolation—r.nd  her  grief  only  adds  to  my  misfor¬ 
tune.  i  o  have  her  torn  from  me,  too,  by  the  hand  of  a 
triend,  wlm  is  ignorant  of  the  injury  he  is  doin'^  ?— What  a 
cruo  htuation  !— Then,  how  to  meet  the  Baron  I  No,  I  could 
not  fuppou  !us.i,rcfece - O  Ilesvcns !  I  fes  him  coming,. 
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Enter  the  Baron. 

Baron.  I  was  impatient  to  fee  you.  Well,  have  you  nothing 

:  to  tell  me  ?-~-What^s  the  matter ! - You  avoid  my  fight, 

I  and  1  lee  grief  writ  in  your  countenance.  Anfwer  me,  Mar* 
j  cjuis — what  has  happened  ?  ' 

Marq.  Nothing. 

Baron.  Your  tone  and  air  affure  me  to  the  contrary;  and, 
I  I  love  you  too  well,  to  let  you  continue  this  cruel  filence. 
I  Open  your  heart  to  me — Ipeak,  I  befeech  you. 

;  Marq.  I  cannot. 

j  Baron.  But  recolleft  tliat  you  promifed  me.— What  difco- 
1  very  have  you  made  !  what  have  you  learnt  ? 

I  Marq.  'More  than  I  wifhed. 

Baron.  I  don^t  comprehend  you,  and  I  infill:  that  you  ex- 
I  plain  yourfelf - ^ 

I  M^at  q.  No  I  cannot  fpeak— I  would  beg  to  leave  you. 

.  Baron.  All  refiftance  is  vain - you  lhall  abfolutely  tell 

I  XT10* 

j  Marq.  What  an  horrid  conftraint ! — To  what  am  I  redu- 

V  .J 

Haron.  Yield  then  to  a  man,  entirely  devoted  to  you. 

Marq.  I  am  afraid - 

Baron.  You’re  in  the  wrong.  Has  your  ill  fortune,  which 
lately  conceal’d  your  miibrefs,  play’d  you  fome  worfe  trick. 

Marq.  Yes,  fin ce  you  have  torn  the  fecret  from  me;  t 
wifh  her  fituation  was  flill  unknown  to  me.  * 

Baron.  What  have  you  heard  then  ? 

Marq.  The  very  worfl:  I  could  hear ;  I  have  found  out 
where  fhe  is,  but  only  to  know  her  lofs  is  the  more  certain  • 
in  fliort,  her  family  are  going  to  marry  her  immediately,  and 
what  completes  my  misfortune,  to  one  of  my  bell:  friends. 

Baron.  Tis  a  cruel  ftroke,  I  agree  ;  but  yet  not  halffo  bad 
as  being  ignorant  what  was  become  of  her  ;  and  though  un- 
pleafant,  to  be  fure,  I  think  your  fituation  much  better  than 
it  was  this  morning. 

Marq.  Aks !  what  can  equal  my  prefent  diftrefs  !  I  know 
not  wiiat  part  to  take.  Every  Ibep  feems  barr’d,  and  every 
hope  forbidden. 

Baron.  Not  at  all ;  I  fee  One  very  natural  one,  my  dear 
M:aquls. 

Mai'q,  What  is  that  ?  ' 
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Baron.  Purfue  your  point  with  the  lady. 

Marq,  How  is  that  poffible,  when  I  find  her  engaged  to 
my  friend,  whom  her  father  has  chofen  to  her  ?  My  heart 
ought  for  ever  to  renounce  all  hope  of  her — honour  and  duty 

both  forbid  rae  to  think  of  hen 

Baron.  Honour  and  duty,  my  good  friend,  are  quite  out 
of  the  queftion.  In  affairs  of  this  kind,  you  fhould  think  of 
nothing  but  your  love. 

Marq*  But,  my  dear  Sir,  for  a  moment  put  yourfelf  m 
my  place,  would  you  do  what  you  advife  me?  Would  you  al¬ 
low  your  love  to  make  you  wanting  to  your  friend? 

Baron.  Yes,  Marquis,  on  this  point  I  fhould  have  no  mer¬ 
cy  ;  all  fcruple  is  mere  folly  in  thefe  cafes,  and  I  would  not 
li)are  my  father. 

Marq.  I  don^t  feel  fuch  intrepedity ;  and  if  I  did,  what 
could  I  have  to  hope  ? 

Baron.  Every  thing;  fince  you  are  beloved,  you  cannot 
but  fucceed  ;  I’d  be  anfwerable  for  it  myfelf. 

Marq.  But  what  fteps  do  you  advife,  and  to  what  end  ? 

Baron.  In  the  firfl  place,  to  break  off  this  curfed  marriage,  j 

Marq.  Impoffible  !  She’s  on  the  point  of  being  married —  i 

to-morrow,  perhaps - nor  can  I  do  fuch  an  injury  to  my  ; 

friend. 

Baron.  Silly  delicacy  !  if  all  the  young  fellows  were  fo  ! 
fcrupulous,  I  fhould  pity  half  the  wives  in  Paris.  But  pr’y-  ! 
thee.  Marquis,  don’t  own  fuch  fentiments  ;  they  wculd  hurt  | 
your  charafter  efientially.  i 

Marq.  When  you  talk  fo,  you  are  certainly  not  ferious.  ! 
I  have  form’d  and  will  purfue  a  nobler  defign,  whatever  it  may 
coft  me. — I  will  no  longer  abufe  the  error  of  a  friend  ;  I’ll 
this  moment  diffipate  it,  and  am  refolved  be  the  confequehcc 
what  irmay,  to  revel  the  whole  to  him  without  difguife. 

Baron.  By  no  means,  you’ll  fpoil  all. — Did  any  one  ever 
make  fuch  a  confidence  ? 

Marq.  What  would  you  have  me  deceive  a  man  whom  I 
love,  and  who  is  my  friend  ? 

Baron.  Yes,  furely.  Sir,  deceive  him. 

Marq.  But  it’s  a  fhame,  a  crying  injury. 

Baron)  Deceive  him,  I  tell  you^  ';deceive  him ;  ’tis  the 
cuifom. 

Marq,  You  advife  it ! — You  ! 

Baron.  Moil  decidedly; — nay  more,  I  infill  upon  it. 
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Afarq>  I  am  aftonifh’d. 

Barotu  But  I  really  do  not  comprehend  you,  you  have  a 
moft  tender  friendfhip,  you  fay,  for  this  man,  and  are  going 
m  pure  kindnefs,  to  let  him  know  you  are  beloved  by  the  wo¬ 
man  he  is  to  marry.  If  any  one  was  to  fliew  me  fuch  a  kind- 
ticfs,  his  compliment  would  be  but  ill  receivM,  I  can  allure 
you.  ,  .  .  • 

Marq.  This  is  unanfwerable,  and  you  have  convinced  me 
quite.  My  palfion  lhall  now  follow  the  path  you  have  trac’d 
out. — Bat  remember,  ’tis  you  that  have  oblig’d  me  to  this  : 
ymu  are  anfwerable  for  my  condu61,  and  if  hereafter,  I  am 
drawn  on  too  far,  ’tis  you  and  not  I,  that  mull  be  blamed. 

Baron,  Be  the  confequence  what  it  will,  I  take  it  upon  my- 
felf. — On  my  word,  go  on. 

Marq,  I  take  it  then,  and  fiiall  proceed. 

Baron.  Before  you  go,  I  lliould  willi  you  to  fee  the  objedt 
•—But  Ihe’s  here. 

I.ucile  enters* 

Marq.  What  torture,  I  can  hardly  fupport  it  1 

IjUC.  \_'To  tl*€  Baron,  thnidly  and Jimply,']  I  was  looking 
for  your  hiler. 

Baron.  Advance,  and  don’t  be  afraid. — Come  and  make 
your  courtfey  to  the  marquis  : — you  can’t  Ihew  too, much  ci¬ 
vility  to  my  friend.  But  what’s  the  matter  !  You  are  a’l  in 
confufion  ;  you  change  colour,  and  are  embarrafs’d. — Take 
courage,  L-ucile — Should  one  be  difconcerted  when  one  comes 
into  company  ? 

IjUC.  (Jtmply.)  But  the  gentleman  is  fo  too* 

Baron.  Yes,  he’s  adiam’d  for  you. 

Marq.  I  beg  pardon,  but  I  think  I  have  had  the  honour 
of  feeing  this  lady  fome where  before. 

.You  have  feen  her  before  !  Where,  ?darcuis  !  , 

Marq.  At  the  convent : — At  the  very  fame  where  I  went 
fo  often,  as  I  told  you,  to  fee  that  young  perfon.— This  ac¬ 
cident  charms  as  much  as  it  furprifes  me.  —  They  had  fuch 
cfleem  and  fi  iendHiip  for  each  other,  that  they  were  never  a- 
funder.  It  was  from  this  attachment  that  I  became  acquain¬ 
ted  with  her. 

Baron.  ( Bfide  Nothing  cou’d  be  more 

fortunate  for  you  thlirtriis  accident  ;  She’ll  be  of  ule  to  yotl 
with  her  friend. — She  is  fiinple  to  excefs,  but  one  may  teach 
her.— Docs  Ih.e  kntnv  of  your  love  ? 
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Marq.  Every  thing  fliould  have  told  it  her.  I  often  de¬ 
clared  my  paiTion  in  her  prefence  j  and  my  millrefs  herfelf 
does  not  know  my  heart  better. 

Marq.  In  the  anxiety -I  fiilfer,  permit  me  to  alk  her  fome 
queftions  in  your  prefence. 

■  Baron.  .And  welcome. - I’ll  myfelf engage  her  to  anfwer 

them. 

•*  Marq.  No,  1  fhould  wifli  without  conftraint  to  hear  from 
her  own  mouth,  what  are  the  fentiments  of  her  friend.  Speak 
dear  Lucile,  they  are  all  known  to  you  :  My  millrefs  made 
nothing  a  fecret  to  you,  and  probably,  you  often  hear  from 
her. 

Liic.  Yes 

Marq.  I  have  heard  a  moll  cruel  thing,  lately  ;  her  parents 
they  fay  are  going  to  marry  her. 

Luc,  Yes  * 

Marq.  Oh  ?  wl^at  a  terrible  ;  and  how  it  alarms  me. 

iJfiLe. 

Does  Hie  approve  it  ?  [7h  Lucile. 

Luc.  No. 


Baron.  (To  the  Marq.)  Good!  that’s  a  happy  omen  for 
you. 

Marq.  ^ To  Lucile.)  How  are  her  health  and  fpirits.  * 
Luc.  Ill  and  well. 

Marq.  Does  Ihe  think  of  me  ? 

J..UC.  Much.  J 

Marq.  What  docs  flie  fay  ? 

Luc.  (fighing.)  Nothing. 

Baron.  Speak  a  little  more  intelligibly,  I  beg. _ What  an- 

r  '  rr.  {_AJide  to  the  Marq. 

Marq.  They  have  a  great  meaning  for  thofe  who  underlland 
them.  I  always  loved  brevity. 

Baron.  You  Ihould  then  admire  her  converfation* 

Marq.  Infinitely. 

Baron.  Yes,  ’th  there '  indeed  ihe  fliines— ///  and  ■well, 
7 M,  An,  Mveh,  Nothmx,  IMimki'mg  /«-._What  a  wonder- 
iul  girl.  Pray,'ifpofiible,  hold  a  more  conneaed  language. 
Marq.  With  the  little  Ihe  has  faid  you  fee  I  am  delighted. 

■  -Goes  cur  friend  take  any  mterefl  ii%iv  Lee  ?  [To  Lucile 
Bnc.  \es ;  ycur  (ituation  has  throt^her  into  the  greateft 
u  ouUc  ;  I,  wholiBowher  heart,  can  affureyoti  of  it.*” 
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Baron,  Prodigious  — She  has  actually  /poke  two  fentences 
together, 

Marq,  (Afide.)  I  can  hardly  fiipport  the  agitation  which  I 
feel ! 

Luc,  I  have  faid  too  much,  perhaps,  and  I’ll  go  away  ! — • 

Baron,  Excellent! — ^}'es,  you  are  very  talkative. 

Marq.  No,  it^s  I  who  ihouLd  go.  My  tranfport  may  at 
laft  betray  me.  \_JlJidc, 

Adieu,  madam,  remember  that  you  muft  plead  for  me,  and 
that  I  am  loft  without  your  affiftance.  \_Exit. 

Baron^  I  don’t  comprehend  you^ — you  aftonifh  me :  you 
are  always  trembling  and  confus’d. — Your  air  is  conftrain’d, 
and  you  do  all  you  can  to  tarnilh  your  beauty,  by  the  auk- 
wardnefs  of  your  manner,  or  by  a  ftupid  filence. — When  you 
are  obliged  to  fpeak,  ’tis  by  inonofyllables,  and  without  con¬ 
nexion. — Anfwer  me,  is  it  conftraint  ?  Is  it  obftinacy  ? — 
it  ignorance  ? — Is  it  inattention  ?-^Come,  look  up,  then,  when 
I  fpeak  to  you  ! 

Luc.  I  am  oblig’d  to  you. 

Baron,  Do  you  think  then,  I  am  paying  you  compliments  ? 

Luc.  As  you  pleafe. 

Baron.  As  you  pleafe!  I  can’t  hold  out  againft  fiich  an- 
fwers. 

Luc.  But  I’ve  faid  fomcthing  wrong,  I  believe. 

Baron.  Oh  !  what  a  foolifli  I  believe. 

Luc.  Forgive  me,— but  your  looks  frighten  and  confound  me, 

Baron.  My  air  is  frightful  then  in  your  eyes, 

Lucile.  Yes,  indeed  1 

Baron.  You  make  me  a  charming  compliment.  Come  let 
us  linilh,  Her  dialogue  kills  me.  [^Afide^ 

To  Lucile.']  Let  us  have  done  with  this  ufelefs  difcourfe, 
^You  muft  alTift  the  Marquis, 

Lucile.  Afiift  him ! 

Baron,  Immediately. 

Lucile.  In  what  pray  ? 

Baron.  You  muft  fpeak  to  your  friend,  in  his  favour. — If 
it  was  only  a  filly  light  amour, — far  from  preffing  you  to  in- 
terferre,  I  Ihould  fj^id  it— But  it  is  a  prudent  choice,  a  great 
match  for  her,  wheTt  every  advantage  is  united:  high  birth, 
fortune,  and  youth,  with  the  moft  amiable  figure ;  it’s  there¬ 
fore  adling  the  part  of  a  friend.  Tell  her  of  the  defpair  he’s 
in. — Say  he  is  dying  for  Jier. 
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Lxicile.  She  knows  it  already.  *. 

Boron.  No  matter. — Exaggerate  his  merit  and  his  joaflion. 
Employ  all  yorr  influence  to  move  her,  and  fay  every  thing 
that’s  bad  of  your  rival. — Say  he  is  wiicj, — vain, — jnconftam, 
— brutal  ! 

l.ucile.  What  do  you  order  me  ?  \_Smilhig, 

Baron,  Yes,  abfolutely - But  when  I  fay  fo,  \vhat  obliges 

you  to  laugh.  It’s  quite  new — ( angrily )  indeed — but  I  dif- 
]ike  it.  This  laugh  is  ill  placed. — ^ — \rifide.~\  Abfurd  in  every 
thing,  thefe  fools  are  either  dumb,  or  laughing  without  a  caufe. 
r — T-5  Lucile.J  However,  remember  v/hat  I  have  faid,  try 
to  difpofe  your  friend  in  favour  of  the  Marquis.  Its  an  affair 
that  prefl’es. - 

Lucih.  Sir,  there’s  your  filler  coming, 

Baron.  My  filler  !  The  news  is  very  important,  ancl  fit  to 
interrupt  ;^n  interelling  converfation, 


Enter  Celia. 

Baron.  Above  all  things,  reprefent,  I  charge  you,  that  the 
Marquis’  love  is  molt  lincere,  as  well  as  ardent, 

Luclk.  This  is  the  third  time  you  have  told  me  fo. 

Baron.  Oh  !  to  make  you  comprehend  a  thing  there’s  no 
repeating  it  too  often. — I  am  out  of  patience.  \_Afuk. 

Lucile.  You  put  yourfelf  in  a  pafiion,  Sir,  and  I  retire, 

.  {^Exit  Lucile. 

Ccl.  You  treat  this  poor  girl,  my  dear  brother,  too  roughly  ; 
you  frighten  and  confound  her  ;  this  condud  hurts  you  with 
her,  and,  in  the  end,  may  make  her  hate  you. 

Baron.  Forgive  my  intenypting  you,  niy  dear  filler,  to  fay 
that  you  are  excefiively  miftaken. 

Oel.  I  nmll  inform  you,  then,  that  file  has  adlually  com¬ 
plain’d  to  me. 

Baton.  Oh,  thofe  little  complaints  are  of  no  conlequence. 

Ccl  ^  As  yoy  pleafe.  Sir :  but  here’s  her  father  coming! 

What  do  you  mean  to  do  about  his  apaitment?  My  fincere 
friendfhlp —  ^ 

Gives  jtfelf  a  great  deal  too  much  trouble,  my 
good  fifi-er  ;  apd  for  my  fake  do  not  lavs  me  quite  fo  much, 

Ld.  .  have  a  ways  fomething  dilaf^rccabk  to  fay  to  me. 

Baron.  VV  e  1,  I  11  try  to  be  more  polite  hereafter,  and  fav 

a  thoufand  civil  things  to  you  ; - PH  aalk  of  your  beauty 

your  air,  your  wit,  and  above  all,  your  fpiightly  difpofiti9n  ! 
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Cel.  You  may  laugh  at  me,  and  ihew  your  contempt — but 
I  fhall  not  be  detcrrM  from  adting  as  your  friend,  and  lhall 
return  your  contempt  by  giving  you  a  piece  of  good  advice, 
which  you  Hand  much  in  need  of. 

Baron.  More  advice  ! — well ! 

Cel.  You  are  very  amiable. 

Baron.  A  . very  pretty  beginning. 

Cee.  Engaging,  kind,  affable,  tOvVards  all  whom  you  have 
any  end  in  pleaflng  ;  and  the  whole  world  ihare  in  your  civili¬ 
ties,  becaufe  the  world  is  the  objedl:  of  your  worfltip,  and  the 
oracle  you  always  confult ; — but  my  clear  brother  knows  how 
to  repay  himfelf  at  home  for  all  the  kindneffes  he  iaviflies  a- 
broad  ;  here  he  ftrips  off  his  filken  outllde,  and  takes  a  diffe¬ 
rent  varmfh  ^  contemptuous  to  his  fiffer,  harfli  to  his  lervants, 
peeviffi  with  his  miffrefs,  and  cold  to  his  friends.  Every  thing 
in  his  houfe  fears  him  ;  every  thing  flies  him  ;  the  courtier  is 
eclips’d,  and  the  tyrant  proclaim’d. 

Baron.  Sifter  ! 

Cel.  Yes,  the  painting  is  ftrong, — but  you  have  forc’d  it 
from  me ;  my  leffon  was  not  meant  to  offend,  but  to  ferve  you ; 

_ Profit  by  it,  or,  if  your  error  continues,  expedt  the  defer- 

tion  of  all  that  belongs  to  you — you’ll  be  left  alone  in  your 
houfe,  and  will  not  have  a  friend,  but  that  frivolous  world, 
whofe  eflecm  and  breath  can  cancel  and  annihilate. 

[_Exlt  Celia. 

The  Baron  folus. 

Te  turn  te  ti — I  fhould  be  happy  to  be  delivered  from  all 
thefc  animals  who  furround  me  ; — ^^but  it’s  time  to  go  out — I 
muff:  fly-to  the  Countefs. 

Enter  Lifette. 

Lif.  Sir,  I  come. 

Baron.  Get  away. 

Lif.  But  pray,  Sir,  allow  me - - 

Baron.  Have  my  fellows  carried  my  letter  to  the  Duke  ? 

Lf.  I  think  Richard  went  out  with  it. 

Baron.  I  think,  is  admirable  ;  thefe  creatures  generally 
fpeak  as  abfurdly  a^they  adl  j  my  orders  are  never  amended 

to  as  they  ought.  '' 

Lf.  But,  Sir,  Mr.  De  Forlis — 

Baron.  Weil,  w’hat  of  Mr.  De  Forlis  ? 

JaJ.  He’s  this  moment  arriv’d,  and  fo  I  came— 
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Bafan.  And  fo  you  may  go — get  about  your  bufinefs. 

Lif.  What  a  man  ! 

"The  Baron  folus^ 

Dc  Foilis  takes  a  bad  time  for  his  arrival ;  I  was  juft  go¬ 
ing  out,  and  he  flops  me  ; — but  Pll  go  and  juft  fpeak  to  him, 

and  then  leave  him  after  the  firft  compliments _ But  here 

he  comes. 

De  Forlis  enters. 

Baron..  I’m  glad  to  fee  you,  Sir,— and  your  health  ?  good, 
1  hope  !  /  6  > 

ForDs.  Sound  as  a  roc? j  and  thine,  Baron? 

Baron.  Very  good. 

^Forlis.  That’s  well.  I  was  willing  to  haften  up,  that  I 
might  give  you  my  daughter,  and  thereby  cement  the  ancient 
inenalhip  lubnfting  between  us. 

Baron.  I  am  very  glad  indeed,  Sir,  of  this  union— quite. 

r  rather  embarrajfed. 

> or, w  Quite  happy  !~but— You  make  that  compliment  a 
little  coldly.  ,.I  doiftt  exped  much  ceremony,  but  I  like  that 
a  .Fiend,  when  one  arrives,  fnonld  feem  glad  to  fee  one,  on  an 
occahon  like  this  too  !  You  have  not  the  art  of  receiving  your 
friends  over  warmly,  methinks  ;  but  I  forgive  appearSices  : 
why  you  feem  embarrafied  ;  is  any  thing  the  matter  ^ 

.tourav.  Pardon  rae,  Sir,  but  I  really  gm  unlucky  at  tills 
moment,  having  an  engagement  which  mdifpenfably  obliees 

rae  to  go  out.  Pll  leave  you  the  mailer  here,  and  fly  to  lif- 
patch  a  duty.  ^ 

dorlis.  What,  the  moment  I  arrive? 

Baron.  It  is  really  indifpenfable. 

[aPr  A  f «  is  a  hard 

talx,  jou  inuft  for  once  fubinit  to  it. 

Baron.  I  have  twenty  things  to  do. 

perinft  tivo^'er-ff  to  weigh 

ftp.-uiiF  two  neceliary  ones.  ° 

Pyo^^Js’d  on  my  honour,  and  cannot  be  off. 
“‘I  know  the  value  of  juch  prorhifes. 

-oaron.  fhey  are  aeftuai  duties. 

ties  tiiat;  J?’  ^  i"  'htce  ftrokes  thofe  folemn  du- 

jou  found  fo  high  ;-firft,  to  gallop  through  all  Paris, 
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in  a  fine  lacquered  vis  avis  ;  fplafhing,  and  running  over  the 
miferable  infantry,  with  your  heavy  cavalry ;  to  pay  your 
court  from  toilette  to  toilette  ;  talk  over  the  important  npws 
of  the  day,  and  decide  learnedly  upon  the  merits  of  a  coat  or 
a  fnuff  box  thefe  are  thy  ferious  affairs^  and  indifpenfable 
duties. 

Baron,  You  condemn  us,  my  dear  Governor,  a  little  hafli 
ly  ; — One  can’t  live  here  as  you  do  in  your  fortrefs  ;  we  raufl 
follow  the  ufage  of  the  world  ;  what  feems  frivolous,  is  often 
very  important,  and  carries  us  from  the  agreeable  to  the  ufeful 
— Pleafure,  dear  friend,  is  the  great  bond  of  fociety  ;  by  that 
every  thing  holds,  every  thing  depends. 

JFcrlis.  He  gives  a  good  turn  to  his  caufe  ;  and  as  the  world 
goes,  there  may  be  fomething  in  it. 

Barer.  If  I  myfelf,  for  example,  have  any  credit  with  the 
great,  ’tis  to  that  I  owe  it. 

Forlh.  That  conies  very  apropos,  Baron  J  and  to  convince 
me,  employ,  I  befeech  thee,  all  thy  credit  in  my  favour  to  ob¬ 
tain  that  government  which  1  have  fo  long  folicited.  1  am 
told  ’tis  ftrongly  contefted,  and  that  there  is  not  a  moment  to 
be  loft ;  and  this,  added  to  the  affair  of  your  marriage,  has 
made  me  haften  up.  Have  you  taken  any  fteps  about  it  fince 
I  laft  writ  ? 

Baron.  Yes, — but  allow  me  now - 

No,  no,  I  know  you  too  well — you  (han’t  efcape 


Forlis. 

me. 

Baron. 

Forlis. 


Only  for  a  moment. 

No,  notafecondj  if  you  once  take  wing,  there’s 
an  end  of  you  for  the  day. 

Baron.  Well,Xince  you  will  then.  I’ll  poutively  come  back 
to  dinner,  though  the  Duke  experts  me. 

Forlis.  What  a  grand  and  prodigious  facrifice  !  Sublime 
effort  of  friendfhip  !— Well,  fmee  it  muft  be,  call  up  your  c- 
quipage,  and  in  the  mean  while,  let’s  ftep  into  my  apartment. 

\Going. 

'  Baron.  Stop  a  moment. 

jp6/r//V.  Why,  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Baron.  It  is  not  quite  in  order, 

perils.  What  (ignites  it — I  can  repofe  myfelf. 

Baron.  No,  Sir.- - 

Forlis.  Why  not,  pray  ? 

BAron.  Juft  at  preftnt  it’s  occupied. 
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ForJis.  You  joke,  fure  ;  and  by  wiiom,  if  you  plcafe  ? 
Baron.  By  a  friend,  a  very  good  fort  of  man. 

Fcrlis.  Phis  is  quite  new  !— rand  his  name  ? 

Baron.  His  name  has  efcaped  me. 

Forlis.  Excellent !  nothing  can  be  more  flattering,  nor 

more  ingenuous.  So  my  apartment  is  taken  up  by  a  man  you 
don’t  know  I  i  j  j 

^  Ingenious  man— a  pretty 

Forks.  A  poet ! — That  a  military  man  fnould  have  my  a- 
partment — ^pafs — but  to  give  way  to  a  fcribbler  ! 

Baron.  really  did  not  expert  you  fo  foon,  and  he  was 
recommenoed  to  me  by  perfons  of  the  firft  diftinrtion  ;  but  he 
goes  away  mon-^and  in  the  mean  time,  you  are  welcome  to 
my  apartment,  or,  as  we  are,  without  ceremony~if  you  would 
go  up  another  pair  of  flairs _  ^ 

Forks.  I  underRand-tliat  is,  I  may  lodge  in  the  garret- 

excufr”’  B '  Tt'  ^  and  among  friends— you’ll 

excuie  i5ut  I  mufl  be  gone.  V F  't 

,1^0 Tr  f,  T®'"’  P'-ieadftiD  —his  alliance 

too  IS  dcfirable  for  my  daughter,  and  Ire  may  .fove  me. 

Enter  the  Abbe,  nvho  docs  not  fee  Forlis. 

^'fking'  Lifette,  and  muft  Imre  a  con' 

anon  with  her. - What  queer  old  Put  ha%’e  we  got  here? 

Some  poor  myahd,  or  half-pay  officer,  I  fancy.  ^  vlfl. 

{Whdethe  Gotsermr /peaks,  the  Abbe  is  faroscfmg  hL  at 
a  diftancc  nvith  a  J  J  d, 

^7/  's  now  in  a  good  way. 

Abbe.  He  has  fomethinfr  to  aflc  T  i  i  » 

affair,  f Akd,^  1  LsA  c  ^  i  ^  liJppoje,  and  that’s  my 

T?  1'  ^  7  r  from  the  country,  I  prefume  Sir  r“7^ 

Forhs,  auhtdoes  not  feem  to  hear  him.'l  DeaU  f  « y  1 

Juft  from  the  country,  I  prefime  4;,-  rcl  Lyy'ui.J 

Forlis.  Yes,  Sir.  ^  {.Speahng  aloud.-\ 

^tte.  Neither  on  horf. back,  nor  in 
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on  foot  is  rather  fatiguing — but  gentlemen  fometimes  prefer  it, 
and  find  it  convenient.  hinir^  You  may  pro¬ 

bably  feel  weary,  Sir  ? 

Forlis.  I  probably  fhall,  Sir. 

ylhhe.  The  Baron  will  be  here  again  immediately,  and  if  I 
could  amufe  you  in  the  mean  time,  Sir — • 

Forlis »  You  are  very  obliging.  Sir. 

Ahht.  You  are  in  the  military,  I  fee  ;  may  I  alk  in  what 
'  regiment  ? 

Fvrlts.  In  none.  Sir. 

I  Ahhe,  On  half-pay,  perhaps,  or  in  the  invalids  ? 

Forlis.  You  are  very  kind,  Sir,  to  be  fo  inquilitive  about 
my  htuation. 

Ahhe.  You  have  probably  fomething  tb  folicit  with  the 
Baron  ?  ' 

Forlis.  It’s  pollible  I  may.  Sir. 

.  Ahhe.  If  I  can  be  of  any  ufe - 

Forlis  There’s  no  need  of  troubling  you,^Sir. — Idhall  fee 
‘  the  Baron  niyfelf. 

Ahhe.  But  he’s  muclr  taken  up  at  this  time.  Sir.  I  fup- 
pofe  you  know  chat  he’s  going  to  be  married, 
j  Forlis.  Indeed  I 

,  Ahhe,  O  yes,  immediately — the  young  lady  is  in  the  houfe 
here — a  fine  young  creature,  indeed. — But  beauty,  you  know. 
Sir — beauty  is  a  Ihort-liv’d  flower — it  fmiles  in  decay,  as  the 
(poet  fay's. 

I  Forlis.  Wliat !  is  Ihe  growing  old  ? — A  little  paft^ 

I  Ahhe.  Oh  !  no,  poor  lady  !  no.— She  is  very  young  and 
very  beautiful,  as  I  laid — Ihc  is  really  charming—  and  vet  the 
■pood  Baron,  I  fear — ^ — 

1  4_  3  ' 


yet  the 


Forlis  You  raife  my  curiofity.  What!  has  Ihe  no  fortune  ? 
An  imprudent  match,  i  fuppofe — pray,  who  is  ihe  ? 

Ahhe.  Oh,  Sir  I  you  millake  me  quite  She  is  daughter  of 

a  country  Governor — a  lich  old  fellow,  I  believe — but _ 

'{^Points  to  his  head, 

Forlis.  AVhy  you  talk  in  riddles. — What !  is  he  mad  ? 
AJhe.  Mad  1  O  dear  1  no.  Sir.  He’s  a  queer  old  rullic, 
hey  fly,  has  been  buried  in  his  province — one  of  your  ante- 
liliivians. 

Forks.  Ecod,  I  believe  I’d  better  alk  no  more  queftions _ 

'  f'TPy  '  ^  ,  iAftde, 

AM(.  Sir,  what  fiall  I  fay  for  you  ? — What  are  your 
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pretenfions? - where  have  you  ferved — at  Neerwind,  or 

Steenkirk,  or  at  Almanza  ? 

Forlls.  No,  Sir,  that’s  rather  beyond  me,  though  Pve  borne 
the  King’s  commiflion  thefe  forty  years.  But  I  don’t  love 
to  talk  of  my  fervices,  and  have  no  occahon  to  trouble  you 
€bout  them.  But  if  I  may  be  fo  free  in  my  turn — may  I  beg 
to  know  who  you  are,  Sir,  that  intereft  yourfelf  fo  particular¬ 
ly  for  me,  and  what  may  be  your  conne<^ion  with  the  Baron? 

j^bhe,  I  am  a  friend  of  the  Baron’s,  Sir,  and  have  the  ho¬ 
nour  of  being  lodged  here  in  his  houle. 

Forlis.  So  this  is  the  puppy  of  a  poet  who  occupies  my 
apartment* 

Ahbc.  I  cultivate  the  Mufes  too — am  a  little  of  a  poet,  and 
amufe  the  Baron  now  and  then  with  fome  trifles  of  my  com- 
pofition.  » 

Forlis.  And  in  what  kind  of  poetry  may  your  talents  lie  ? 

Abbe.  Why  really,  Sir,  without  vanity,  in  all — -from  the 
epic  down  to  the  epigram.  I  have  a  few  little  things  about 
me— if  they  would  divert  you —  \_Shevjs  it.'] — Here’s  a  fenti- 
mental  comedy — that  was  fo  moving,  the  managers  dare  not 
take  it  ;  it  threw  a  lifter  of  mine  into  hyfterics. 

Forlis.  No,  pray,  Sir — for  pity-.— I  am  very  liervous. 

Abbe.  Here’s  a  little  book  of  fonnets — I’ll  cliule  a  few. 

’  [^S^bcius  a  large  volume, 

Porlis.  No,  Sir,  you’ll  do  them  injuftice — they  lliould  be 
fucig. 

jAbbe.  I’ll  fetch  my  harp,  and  accompany  them. 

I  Forlis  By  no  means,  Sir  ;  another  time,  if  you  pleafe. 

Abbe.  Here’s  a  poem  of  fome  length  upon  fleep,  which  I 
tliink  w'ould  give  you  pleafure. 

Forlis.  A  bad  fubjefl  for  a  long  poem,  Sir,  and  I  am  really 
not  proof  againft  it  at  prefent.  I’m  juft  come  olF  a  long  jour¬ 
ney. 

Abbe.  I  have  writ  an  epithalamiura  upon  the  Baron’s  mar¬ 
riage. 

Forlis.  Why  that,  indeed,  is  rather  interefting. 

^  Abbe  You  lhall  juft  hear  the  exordium. 

“  In  piverns  deep,  where  jackdaws  lie, 

“  In  ivied  domes,  where  owls  do  cry.” 

Theie’s  defeription,  I  think.  Sir.  Don’t  vou  fancy  you  hear 
them  ? 

Forlis.  Yes,  faith,  Sir,  and  fee  ’em  too,  I  believe. 
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Me.  O  no,  that’s  too  flattering— that’s  too  mucli,  indeed. 

—-Pray  hear  how  it  goes  on. 

“  Morpheus  attends,  infpiring  pleafing  dreams. 

Forlis,  Dreams  !— What !  do  you  put  them  afleep,  before 

they  go  to  bed  ?  1  ,  • 

j^bbe.  No,  no,  thaPs  a  poetical  flight  ;~only  hear  it  out. 

<<  Morpheus. attends,  infpiring  pleafing  dreams, 

“  W^hile  Hymen  dips  his  torch  in  rich  Pa^tolus  itreams. 
There^s  fome  novelty,  I  fliould  hope,  in  that  idea.  ^  • 

Forlis.  O  yes,  a  great  deal,  indeed.  Sir.— But  dipping  his 
torch  in  the  ftrearns — aren’t  you  afraid  he  fliould  put  it  out . 

Abbe.  What  1  in  Padiolus  flireams  !— O  no  ; - they  re 

like  fpirits  of  wine,  and  will  increafe  the  flame.  But  pray  now 

hear  how  it  goes  on. 

“  Amorous  Damon  flily  creeping,  ^ 

«  While  the  beauteous  maid  was  fleeping.” 

Foriis.  That’s  very  pretty  but  fleeping  again!  why  your’s 

are  the  fleepieft  couple  I  ever  knew. 

Abbe.  Sir  !  fleepy  !  — Very  well.— You  may  inlult  me  here, 

Sir, — but  remember  I  have  a  pen. 

Forlis.  Yes,  Sir  ;  and  remember  I  have, a  Itick.  Your  ler- 
^  Q-  Forlis. 

Abbe.  A  crofs  old  fellow  !  and  has  no  tafte  for  poetry  ;  but 
I  fliall  mar  his  fuit  with  the  Baron — and  in  the  mean  time 
think  of  preferring  my  own  with  the  After. — So  I’ll  now  go 
to  find  Lifette,  and  try  if  I  can  make  a  friend  of  her  with  my 
Princefs— Tho’  Mars  here  frowns,  Cupid  may  be  propitious. 
Cupid,  god  of  pleafing  anguifli. 

Teach  thy  am’rous  fwain  to  languifli. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND^  ACT. 
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ACT 


III. 


SCENE  I. 


Robert  and  Lifette, 


s 


Li  I  S  E  TT  E. 

O,  Robert!  Gocd-morrow  t’ye  :  I  think  I  have  not  Len 
3'-ou  all  this  morning. 

RoK  The  greater  my  misfortune. 

Ltf,  So  it  is.  I  have  news  which  you  have  loR  by  not 
being  more  affiduous. 

RoR  That’s  no  misfortune  at  all.  Tm  tir’d  of  news,— I 
bardJy  ever  take  iip  the  papers  now— they’re  fo  dull. _ But 

what’s  vonr  nrw<5  fnr  T  T>.„  j _ »  i  i 


what’s  your  news  ?  for  I  conclude  I’m  doom’d  to  hear  it. 

/r’A  y*’:,  y«HJ;  ftomach  is  come  to,  is  it?  but  though  you 
alk  It  fo  faiicily,  I  11  not  baulk  your  curiofity.  Do  you  know, 
tiien,  that  botli  our  young  ladies  Jiave  not  lovers. 

The  thing’s  not  incredible,  bu?  I  don’t  believe  it. 
f  hat  s  civil— and  why  fo,  pray?  becaufe  I  tell  you 

.  becaufe  I  did  not  hnd  it  out  myfelf. — —An 

mtrigue  m  the  family,  and  I  not  know  it  !  thal  I  take  to  be 
impoiiible. 

IJf.  Ah,  poor  Robert!  many  things  efcape  thy  fnallow  ue- 
fiCtration.  What  do  you  think  of  the  Abbek?  ^ 

RoR  Wliy  I  think  him  a  damn’d  fooli'fli  impertinent  fek 
low,  and  a  leech  corne  to  fuck  the  blood  of  our  poor  mafter. 

Rtf.  Yes,  but  then  he  s  a  monftrous  favourite  with  our 

mailer.— And  do  you  know  another  fecrct  which  I  have  learnt 
a  long  time  ago  ?  ■  icarni 

no,  nor  you  neither. 

Jp.  That’s  police  again  ;  but  why  not,  pray  > 

iff  ^  'inie  ^go. 

Hpon4.atntr; 

.n4tolctve;a„dIp^ktWhi;’g:;r:n;^l:^^^^^^ 
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pfomifcSjjhough  my  mailer  gives  him  enough,  I’m  fure, - 

So  hear  my  propofal;  let  us  i'eed  kis  vanity,  till  it  burfts  and 
betrays  him.  Madam  Celia  detelxs  him  too  ;  fo  ’twill  be  eafy 
to  get  her  into  the  plot,  whicli  then  can’t  fail ;  and  I  have  a  t 
plan  here,  \ Pointing  to  her  forpnadP^  which  I  think  will  do  A 

it  effedlually,  and  ihew  us  fome  fport  into  the  bargain. - 

But  I  mull  go. 

Roh,  No,  no,  you  llsan’t  Hir  a  Hep,  till  I  have  heajd  every 
word. 

Lif.  Ok,  Oh!  you  can  have  a  little  curiolity  then.  Well, 
proxided  you’ll  fccond  it - 

Roh.  C,  depend  upon  that. 

Lif.  We  will  pretend,  then,  that  Madam  Celia  likes  him, 
but  can’t  marry  .him,  being  a  church-man,  and  belides  that  file 
can  bear  nothing  but  an  officer  ;  that  he  mull  appear  as  the 
Abbe’s  brother ;  that  file’ll  infallibly  fall  in  love  with  him  for 
his  likenefs  ;  and  it  will  be  hard,  if  we  can’t  get  him  charming¬ 
ly  equipped. 

Rob.  ’Tis  an  excellent  device,  ’faith  ;  and  depend  upon  my 
afiiflance  to  make  as  much  a  monkey  of  him  as  ever  I  can. 

IJf.  Oh,  that’s  eafy, — the  tranfition  will  be  but  lliort. 
rings. But  there’s  my  miflrefs’s  bell  ;  fo  away  to  your  bufi- 
nefs,  and  be  fure  give  him  encouragement  enough.  Aurevolr. 

\_Exit  Lif. 

Rob.  (Joins.)  ’Tis  a  charming  plan,  ’faith 

Abbe fngs  within. 

Oh  I  and  here,  luckily  enough,  the  Abbe  comes,  while  I  ana 
quite  ill  the  cue  for  him. 

Enter  Abbe  fo  Robert. 

Abbe.  So,  Mr.  Robert !  Tm  happy  to  meet  you.  How 
does  your  good  maftcr  do  ? 

Roh,  Very  well,  I  hope,  Sir. 

Able.  And  your  miflrcfs  \ 

Roh.  Who,  Mademoifelle  Liicile  ? 

ylblr.  No,  file  is  to  be  your  miflrefs  ;  but  your  prefeni  mifr 
trefs,  Mademoi^ijlle  Celia,  I  mean, 

Rob.  I'jiat’s  your. miflrcfs,  Mr.  Abbe, 

Abbe.  My  miflrefs,  Mr.  Robert !  Wliat  d’ye  mean  by  that  ? 
Rob.  Mean,  Sir!  Not  much ’fiith.  I  often  fiioot  "at  ran¬ 
dom,  and  my  words  have  no  great  aim  ;  but  file’s  very  well 
too,  Sir,  and  haudfomer,  and  v/ifer,  and  wittier  every  day. 
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Jhhe.  Does  Ihe  love  poetry  ? 

Roh.  O,  palTionjitely,  Sir. — God  forgive  me  !  I’m  not  fure 
flie  does  not  writeSt — I  lliould  be  forry  to  wrong  her. 

jlhhe.  But  if  rtie  makes  verfcs,  Robert,  don’t  you  think  {he’d 
like  to  read  fome  ? 

Roh.  That  by  no  means  follows,  Sir,  unlefs  they  were  her 
own  :  but  perhaps  Ihe  might,  if  Hie  liked  the  poet. 

Abbe.  If  I  were  to  fend  her  a  little  fonnet,  now,  d’ye  think 
fhe’d  be  pleafed,  hey !  Robert  ? 

Rob.  O  yes,  doubly,  I  believe.  Sir  ;  if  ihe  were  in  the  hu¬ 
mour. 

Abbe.  Doubly,  dear  Robert ! — Pr’ythee,  what  doft  mean 
by  that,  Robert? 

Rob.  Doubly  did  I  fay,  Sir? — Doubly  or  fingly- — or  both 
doubly  and  fingly, — I  really  am  no  prophet — I  can’t  foretel — 
there’s  no  knowing  a  lady’s  mind. - But  I  muft  be  gone. 

.  [  Going , 

Abbe.  Stop,  drop,  and  tell  me,  dear  Mr.  Robert,  have  you 
heard  or  obferved  any  thing  ? 

Rob.  Who,  I,  Sir! — No,  Sir,  not  I — not  immediately, — 
and  if  I  had — Lifetre  knows  more  of  the  matter — \_Bell  rings. 
There’s  my  mailer’s  bell.  1  am  much  miftaken  if  Madaln 
Celia  has  not  a  violent  liking  for  you,  that’s  all.  i 

Abbe.  ( Holding  V\.ohQ.xt)  You  tranf2:>ort  me! — But  flop,  ' 
dear  Robert ;  tell  me  what  fhould  be  done, — Can  I  fee  her  ?  | 
— May  I  fpeak  to  her? — or  ihail  I  write  ?  \_Bell  rings.  ! 

Rob.  O,  any  thing,  Sir,  as  opportunity  offers — they’ll  be  i 
all  agreeable,  I  fuppole.  [_Bell rings  again.']  But  I  muft  fiy.  1 

\^£xit  Robert,  j 

Abbe.  ( Joins. \  Thou  art  a  happy  fellow,  little  Abbe  I  and  i 
Fortune  certainly  means  to  fmile  upon  thee.  This  poor  young 
creature  is  defperately  in  love  with  me,  that’s  certain,  I  won¬ 
der  wTat  they  find  fo  charming  in  me. - 1  am  a  tolerable  lit¬ 

tle  figure,  to  be  fure,  yet  not  lo  vaftly  handfome,  I  think 
but  Love’s  blind,  they  fiiy,  and  flioots  many  random  ihafts — 
it  dart^  them  fro.in  all  parts,  like  a  porcupine. — There’s  no 

know'ing. - 1  have  cornpofed  a  little  fonnet,  which  I  muft 

get  Liferte  to  lay  on  her  toilette. - 1  think  that  will  do  no 

jiarm,  with  a  fmall  billet  to  introduce  it.  Flow  fortunate  is 
her  love  of  letters  ! 
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A  comedy. 

They  live,  they  breathe,  they  fpeak  what  love  Inlpires, 
Warm  from  the  foul,  and  faithtul  to  its  fires. 

IRxa. 


SCENE  n. 

Enter  the  Baron  and  the  Marquis. 

Baron.  Luckily,  Forlis  is  taking  his  nap, — I  breathe  a  little 
— entrenous,  his  friendlhip  grotvs  a  little  tirefome. — But  to  our 
affairs — do  they  go  to  your  fatisfadlon  ? 

Marq.  I  begin,  indeed,  to  flatter  rayfelf  a  little,  and  a  gleam 
of  joy  fucceeds  to  the  moft  cruel  defpair. 

Baron.  You  chatsin^pne,  dear  Marquis  !  and  depend  upon 
my  aflilfance  in  every  thmg,.  Your  miftrefs  certainly  likes  you 
— that’s  the  grand  point.  Biu  no  more  of  your  foolifh  fcruples 
— fliew  yourfelf  more  docile,  and  all  will  go  well.  Do  you 
promife  ? 

Marq.  I’ll  do  my  utmoft ;  but  (he’s  fo  inacceflible. - - 

Baron.  Suppofe  you  were  to  write. 

Marq.  I  had  thought  of  that,  and  have  even  got  my  letter 
here — but  I  don’t  know  how  to  fend  it. 

Baron.  Oh  !  Lucile  fhall  deliver  it.  Indeed,  her  frlend- 
fhip  demands  it,  and  in  other  hands  it  migln.  fail. 

Marq.  That  was  what  I  fear’d — it  cannot  be  in  fo  fure 
hands — and  I  fliould  be  happy,  if,  in  giving  it  myfelf,  I  might 
reccommend  her  particular  care  of  it. 

Baron*  You  lhall  be  fatisfied, — Hay  a  moment. 

Marq.  (Joins.)  He  ferves  my  paifion  too  well. — But  let 
me  banifli  all  fcruple,  now  that  I  think  I  may  do  it  innocently. 
The  Baron  has  to-day  plainly  Ihewn  his  contempt  for  the 
charming  Lucile.  He  does  not  know  her  value. — Is  in  love 
with  nothing  but  himfelf,  and  difdains  a  happinefs  his  heart  is 
not  made  for. — He  wou’d  be  her  tyrant  rather  than  her  huf- 
band,  and  I  fh udder  to  think  of  the  mifery  fhe  would  fuffer.— 
nor  could  it  make  him  liappy  1  AH,  therefore,  confpires  ;  and, 
even  my  friendfliip,  as  well  as  my  love,  bid  me  go  on. — But 
I  fee  her  coming. 

Enter  the  Baron,  foUonuing  Lucile. 

It 

Baron.  [To  Lucile.]  Yes  j  the  Marquis  expeHs  a  great 
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fervice  from  you,  which  you  alone  can  do  :  he  defer ves  it,  and 
remember  that  he  is  my  friend- 
JLuc.  Sir  ! 

Baron,  You  mu  ft  not  oblige  him  by  halves. 

Luc.  [To Marquis,]  What  is  it  then,  Sir  ? 

Marq.  It’s  a  letter  which  I  earneftly  beg  the  favour  of  you 
to  give. 

Luc.  To  whom  ? 

Marq.  To  that  charming  ohjed.  Madam,  whofe  friend 
■  you  are,  and  whom  I  adore. 

Luc.  ITakhig  tbr  Letter.']  I  will  not  fail.  Sir,  to  give  it. 

Marq.  And  may  I  flatter  myfelf  that  it  will  be  well  receiv¬ 
ed 

Luc.  I  don’t  doubt  it. 

Marq.  And  may  I  hope  ihe  will  anfwer  it? 

Luc.  Yes,  Sir,  1  believe  fo,  when  /lie  can. 

Mraq.  May  I  hope  for  your  intereft  ? 

Luc.  I’ll  do  all  I  can,  Sir  ? 

Baron.  She  anfwer’s  really  much  better  than  lire  did  lately 
—But  I  miift  go  this  moment,— Let  us  fly  to  the  Countefs  • 
Ihe  11  be  impatient :  our  time  is  already  come.  ’ 

Marq.  Pray  allt,>w  me  one  moment.  It’s  a  point  of  im¬ 
portance  which  I  forgot  in  my  letter 
I^uc.  Well,  Sir. 

Marq.  Without  rifque  to  her,  if  through  you.  Madam  I 
could  obtain;  to-day,  a  moment’s  interview.  ' 

Luc.  She  never  goes  out. 

Marq.  Perhips  )  be  allowed  to  fpeak  to  her  at  her 

heme:  it’s  a  matter  of  great  confequence  to  us  both. 

,1  eye  of  a  cruel  infpedor,  who, 

through  the  falfe  appearance  of  (ricndfliip,  intimidates  her  and 
keeps  her  under  dreadful  reftraint.  ^ 

Baron.  ^  ,nnch  the  better  ;  you’ll  have  the  more  fatisiac- 
tion  in  relieving  her. 

L^'.c.  You  encourage  me  greatly, 

Jlf-try  Since  the  Baron  dciiivs  it,  you’ll  agree  that  It 
ug  It  to  be  donjc  ;  and  lememher  that  it  niav  f  Fx'it  T 
Baro,,.  [To  Mr  Martinis.]  Come,  let’i  bl  gone”: 

„  .Safer  M.  de  J'orlis. 

lorn,  IStopfms  the  Baron,  -rho  h  folUomer  the  Martu-is  I 
T  Rop  you  at  your  octfet,-  -  and  it's  high  time,  e,.ar  ^ 


33 


A  COMEDY. 

Baron.  But,  Sir,  I  have  promis’d. 

Forlis.  That’s  very  little  to  me  I 

Enter  the  Countefs. 

Coant.  [To Baron.]  Very  fir.c.  Sir;  is  this  the  way 
people  muft  wait  for  you  ?  Here  am  I  obliged  to  come  to  yOur 
own  houfe  and  fetch  you  — This  negled  really  furprifes  me. 

I  -^You  who  are  all  attention  and  exaflnefs  ! 

Baron.  Pray  pardon  this  delay, — an  accident. - 

Ccim.  No,  Sir  ;  this  flroke  is  quit  unpardonable 

Barcn.  It  a(5tuaity  was  not  in  my  power,  I  protell: ;  and  I 
I  am  ftopt  at  this  very  moment. 

Count.  By  whom,  pray  ? 

Forlis.  I’ts  by  me.  Madam,  and  I  mull  have  the  Baror* 

1  all  this  afternoon. 

Cotmt  But  I,  Sir,  have  engag’d  him  for  the  whole  d  ly. 
i  Forlis.  With  all  poflible  refpe'^,  Madam,  and  I  muft  beg 
to  fay  my  pretentions  are  fuperior. 

Count.  And,  with  all^Dolfible  regard  to  your  refpe(5tful  pre-^ 
tentions,  Sir,  you  come  a  little  late. — I  am  hrft. 

Baron.  You  fee,  Sir,  I  did  not  deceive  you. 

Forlis.  \jFothe  Baron.]  But  you  know  that  We  arc  great- 
j  1 Interefbcd  in  this  bufiirefs  ;  which  is  ferious  and  preffing  for 
us  both. 

Count.  Oh  !  that  which  brings  me,  is'  much  more  import- 
<int  ; — It’s  a  phenomenon,  Sir,  and  all  Paris  is  in  an  uproar! 

Forlis.  I  am  come.  Madam,  from^  the  extremity  of  Brit- 
1  tanv  on  putmofe.- 

Count.  And  I,  Sir,  came  a  fortnight  ago.. 

Forlis.  If  he  delays  a  day,  my  trouble  is  thrown  away. 

Count.  If  this  night  is  loll.  Sir, .  he’ll  never  hear  him. — He 
goes  away  to-morrow. 

Forlis.  Vv^ho  pray  ?  I  don’t  comprehend  I 
I  Count.  Why,  Sir,  the  celebrated  violin,  we  are  to  hear  to- 
I  r.iohr. 

O  « 

Forlis.  AVhat !  is  it  a  fiddler,  then,  that  contefis  my  right? 

Conn".  He  plays  to-night  for  the  lafi;  time. 

Forlis.  So,  this  is  the  folcmn  indifpenfable  duty  ! 

Count.  He  i^  quire'  a  divine  creature.  •  Snch  new,  fuch  ^ 
harmonious,  founds  ! — Firft,  all  foft  and  melting; — tiien  all 
ligiitning  and  thunder;; — Ihort,  Signo,.  Vacarmini  is  quite 
a  miracle. 
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S  O  N  N  N  E  T. 

Fairejl  F’ymph,  vjhile  thus  /  moan^ 

Blooming  hope  fiihmits  to  love: 

The  Jlars  are  confcious  o  f  each  groan , 
llcav^ nrhorn  pajjions  from  ahove,. 

2. 

The  pitying  plains  Jloall  fee  my  angufJjy 
Bonving  nvith  a  load  of  avoe  : 

Tlorning,  nooriy  and  night  I  langwfs : 

All  on  fre,  from  top  to  toe, 

''  '•  ♦ 

3  • 

Through  Phlegethon  my  limhs  are  loading 
In  thy  torrid  "zone  of  charms  : 

Cupid  aidirgy  love  perfuading  : 

Tahcy  Oh!  take  pie  to  thy  arms. 

IJf.  Oh!  that’s  very  fine — Very  fine  (nonfenfc)  [^Afde.'\ 
indeed,  and  very  innocent,  I’ll  be  fworn. - So,  I’ll  cer¬ 

tainly  do  it. 

Abbe.  Thank  5'^on;  and,  dear  Lifette,  have  you  feen  Ro¬ 
bert  ;  and  has  he  laid  any  tiling  to  you  ? 

Lif  Oh,  a  great  deal  Sir;  he  generally  docs  ;  he’s  no  mute. 

Abbe.  AyCj  bdt  any  thing  about  me,  Lifette? - 1  know  I 

you  are  both  my  friends. - Any  thing  about  Madam  Celia,  ' 

Lifette  ? 

Bif.  Why  yes. - A  good  deal. — Something  of  a  pro- 

je^^t  in  his  excellent  nooddle. — But - 

Able.  Well, — and  what  do  you  think? — Tell  me? - 

Lif.  Oh,  it  won’t  do  at  all — all  a  filly  imagination  of  his. 

ylbhe.  You  mprtiry  me.'  What !  did  Robert  deceive  me 
then  ? — Has  Ihc  no  liking,-; — no  partiality  at  all  ? 

Lif.  I  can’t  tell  that,  but  it  won’t  do  at  all,  and  fo  I  told 
him,' She  might,  indeed,  have  no  diflike  to  you,  per¬ 
haps,  but  fhe  can’t  bear  a  church-iljan  ; —  a  canting,’ whining, 
fanatical,  dogimiiicaj,  pragmatical,  fort  of  people,  fhe  fays"^ ; 

- and,  then,  (he  can’t  abide  black  ;  it  always  makes  her 

mclanclioh/,  and  puts  her  in  mind  of  mortality.' 

Abbe.  But  you  know,  Lifette,  I  am  but  half  a  churchman 
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M  mofl:.  W e  Abbes,  are  only  a  kind  of  foftcr  children  of 
good  mother  church,  and,  if  we  get  a  little  of  her  milk,  we 
don't  care  much  about  her  dodrines. 

Lif.  So  much  the  v/orfe;  flie  can't  bear  fuch  amphibious 
animals;  you’re  neither  lifh  nor  flefh,  neither  church  nor  lay, 
neither  godly  nor  prophane;  but,  in  a  middle  fort  of  ftate, 
between  heaven  above  and  the  place  below  ;  like  the  fouls  in 


purgatory. 

Abbe.  Why  for  that  v/c  take  no  vows ; — ^ — the  hood  does 
not  make  the  monk,  you  know,  and  we  can  died  it  when  we 
pleafe. 

hif.  No,  that  won't  do  neither, - flie  has  taken  the  im- 

predion  now;  and  women’s  imaginations  rauil  be  footh'd,  or 
there’s  no  dealing  wdth  them. — : — She  has  a  pallion  for 
cockade  and  feather,  and  can’t  bear  the  thoughts  of  any  man 
but  an  officer.  I  once  heard  her  fay,  indeed,  if  ever  die 
faw  a  military  like  the  Abbe,  die  cou’d  not  refifl  him. 

Able.  Why  furc  you  mean  to  torture  me: - You  polfon 

me  with  nedar,  Idlette. - Never  was  fuch  killing  kindnefs  ! 

‘  She  wou’d  like  me  as  another,  and  can’t  bear  me  as  myfelf. 


-Tlierc’s  no  hqoe  then? 


'For<? 


Lif._  A  great  deal !  Whati  fo  foon  in  defpair  ~ 
tune  never  favours  the  faint-hearted,  Mr.  Abbe. 

Abbe,  What’s  to  be  done,  then? 

L'lf.  Oh,  much,  Sir,  with  a  little  contrivance. — There’s 
nothing  fo  eafy  ;  as  thus.  I’ll  tell  her  you  have  a  brother  in 
the  army,  fo  like  you,  you  can  fcarce  be  diftinguiffied;  -this 
will  eafy  cover  a  dtfguife  ;  you  diall  appear  as  an  officer,  and 
with  a  little  of  our  colouring,  may  be  as  amiable  and  valiant 
as  w^e  pleafe. — r-Show  yourfelf  properly  equipp’d,  addrefs 
her  with  your  natural  wdt,  and,  my  word  for  it,  /’  aJfaWe  ejl 
faite.  What  do  you  tldnk  of  my  projedl? 

Abbe.  ’Tis  charming,  dear  Lifette. - My  dear  little 

Minerva,  and  I  am  all  on  fire  for  the  execution;  &,  uiidcr  your 
aufpices,  dull  look  as  big  as^  any  Pruffian  grcnadecr.’ — I’m  the 

head  taller  already. - But  now  tell  me,  when,  and  how, 

I  ffiall  proceed? 

Lif.  Oh  !  why  that’s  true - No  time  diould  be  loll,  fo 

pct  away,  aifd  furnifi  yourfelf  immediately -with  a  regimental. 

Z. _ You  mud;  be  vci'y  fmart  'and  fadiionablc  ;  be  iurc  you 

make  yourfelf  charming.  I’ll  do  all  the  reft  that  I  can; 
and,  in  the  firil:  place,  go  and  prepare  my  mid; refs.  Aucu. 


3S  FALSE  APPEARANCES, 

Ahhe.  A  regimental  did  you  fay  ?  In  the  cavalry  or  infan^ 
try  ? 

Lif.  Why  in  the  cavalry,  I  think.  Yes,  tliat’s  the  fmart- 
eft. —It’s  a  pity  you  don’t  want  a  leg  or  an  eye :  that  would 
make  you  irrefiltable.  Come  hack  in  about  an  hour,  and 
walk  here  in  the  ftreet,  under  her  window.  There  you  lhall 
make  the  firft  iinprelixon  ;  but  don’t  look  up,  be  fure,  nor 
feem  to  know  any  thing  ;  only  launter  up  and  down  with  a 

kind  of  a  quality  faunter. - [JT'h^y  both  faunter  ridiculoujly 

acrofs  the - 1  lhall  tell  her  v/ho  you  are,  and,  as  the 

Abbe’s  brother,  may  even  prtT;5Qfe  to  intoduce  you. — Away. 

Abbe.  Yet,  on  the  wings  or  love,  and  under  your  banner, 
I  go  to  certain  victory. 


Cupid  aiding,  love  perfuading  ; 
Take,  O!  take  me  to  thy  arms. 

e 

END  OF  THE  THIRp  ACT, 


\_Exeunt^ 


ACT. 


IV. 


S  C-‘E  N  E  I. 

\ 

Celia.  M.  de  Forlis. 

* 

Celia.  .» 

y  ^  FldCEIVE,  Sir,  you  arc  not  fatisfied  with  my  brotlier. 

Forlis.  No,  Madam  ;  and  but  for  a  particular  reafon  that 
icltrams  me,  I  Ihould  refent  his  condu(5l  as  it  deferves. 

CeL  And  what  new  fubjed  of  complaint  have  you? 

J^orlis.^  Every  one.  Madam,  that  ought  to  hurt  a  friend 
like  me.*  ,1  followed  him  to  the  concert,  and  having  made 
my  way  up  to  him  through  the  crowd,  he  feem’ddifconcertedat 
my  prefence;  when  I  fpoke  to  him,  lie  fcarce  anlwered.  In 
I  found  he  had  the  impertinent  pride  to  be  alhamed  of 
us  uend,  to  treat  hjri^  asaoounti  y  acquaintance — out  of  his 
t  lenient.^  and  a  diigracc  to  ins  brilliant  fbcicty. 

CeL  I  Uiould  be  happy  if  I  could  defend  my  brother — ^but 
he  Isema  too  much  to  blame. 

J'bnts.  His  folly  was  fooii  punifhed,  and  feverdy.  FirfI, 
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their  divine  fcraper,  the  idol  of  all  Paris,  difappointed  them» 
dilccncerted  the  grand  concert;  and  threw  all  the  fociety  in* 
to  defpair.  Half  the  cc^ipany  were  put  to  flight;  the  reft 
turned  their  devotion, towards  a  new  divinity.  Twenty  al¬ 
tars  were  eredfed  in  a  minute,  and  all  the  inftruments  of  fa- 
crifico  difplay’d,  cards,  dice,  'oecs,  pharos;  and  the  vidfims 
bled  freely,  I  afiure  you.  The  poor  Baron,  in  fpite  of  all 
my  efforts,  was  carried  away  by  the  torrent.  One  fatal  va- 
tout  overthrew  him,  and  he  loft  above  flve  thouiaad  louis  on 
credit,  befldcs  the  money  he  had  about  him. 

1  Cel.  I  blulh  for  his  folly. 

I'orlis.  He  then  left  the  field  with  the  erdmnefs  of  a  hero, 
and  the  fublime  glory  of  a  gentoel  player.  That  is,  of  lofing, 
with  indifference,  at  a  fitting,  more  than  would  make  ten 
poor  families  happy  for  life. '  ' 

Cel.  He  pays  a  little  dear  for  that  fine  title. 

Forlis,  What  I  now  tell  you,  he  imagines  I  am  ignorant 
of;  his  misfortune,  however,  makes  me  forget  my  relent- 
ment.  and  at  this  moment  affefts  me  more  than  my  own 
affair.  I  expeft  him  every  moment  to  come  home,  in  order 
to  fee  what  money  he  can  get — as  this  debt  muft  be  paid, 
I  believe,  this  very  day. 

Cel. ,  So  foon ! 

Forlis.  Oh,  yes,  Madam;  thefe  are  their  debts  of  honour  ; 
as  they  call  them,  and  muft  be  paid  upon  the  nail;  though 
their  tradefmen  may  ftarve.  - But  here  he  comes. 

Cel.  Ifll  retire,  left  I  put  you  under  reftraint.  \_Exit  Celia. 

Forlis  How  dejedfed  ! — Poor  Baron! — I  believe  he  will 
now  acknowlege  his  country  acquaintance  I 

Fhe  Baron  enters.  ' 

Baron.  (Not  fecinr  Forlis^l  (Bfule.'^  I  am  tortured 
with  the  horror  I  feel  from  this  cruel  accident,  and  don’t 
knew  where  to  get  tlie  money,  which  fhould  be  paid  to-day. 
—Ha! — Forlis!  I  did  not  think  him  fo.near. — V^To  Forlisi] 
Yon  come,  I  fear.  Sir,  to  reproach  me. 

Forlis.  No,  don’t  have  any  apprehenfions — the  moment 
would  be  ill  chofen. — When  my  fi lends-  arc  unhappy,  I  al¬ 
ways  fparc  them. 

Baron.  I  don’t  undcrftancl. 

Forlis.  You  need  not  be  myftcrious  with  me:  I  am  ac¬ 
quainted  with  your  misfortune,  and  it’s  in  vain. 
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Baron.  Who  can  have  told  you? 

Forlis.  I  was  prefcnt  myfelf,  and  faw  you  lofe  a  thoufand 
louis  at  a  ftroke. 

Baron,  Since  yoti  know  it,  I  muft  conxe/s. — Yes,  ’twas 
an  unheard-of  trick  that  Fortune  piayM  me* 

Forlis.  Flave  you  got  the  raoncy  ? 

Baron.  No;  I  havt*'  out  two  thoufaud  louis,  and  have  ; 
made  feveral  fruklefs  attempts  to  get  it.  • 

Forlis.  L-'t  you  have  fo  many  friends  1  , 

Bareli.  Vain  refource!  Tl)ofc  whom  I  have  applied  to,  . 
had  not  ten  guineas  in  their  purfc  ; — they  all  want  njoney. 

Forlis.  Or  fiiendlhip  for  thee - There,  take  that,-——  I 

there  are  three  thoufand  louis  I  ha])])cned  to  have  by  me. 
Baron.  Oh,  Sir!  your  goodneh —  j 

Forlis.  No  compliments.  My  money  is  prontably  laid 
out,  when  it  ferves  my  friend;  and  his  relief  overpays  nie.  I 
Baron.  Sir,  you  have  not  only  forerun  nty  applications, 
but  prevent  my  acknowlegernents. 

Forlis.  I  iave  you  a  trouble  then,  and  am  the  happier  for 
it.  1  think  I  have  fome'reafon  to  comj)kin,  that  you  did 
not  give  me  the  preference,  and  went  to  others,  when  you 
might  have  applied  to  a  friend,  who  h^s  a  jdeafure  in  ferving 
you  ;  and  far  from  refenting.jmur  faults,  has  a  double  fatis- 
fadl'ion  in  forgiving  them.  ! 

Baron.  I  acknowlege  them  all  freely,  and  fincerely  afk  ! 
your  pardon. 

Forlis.  If  your  remorle  is  real,  it  effaces  them  all  j — -hut 
you  may  do  it  ftill  more  cffeiSuaily. — Now  is  the  moment, 

J  am  told,  to  pufh  my  affair;  that  we  liave  dangerous  compe¬ 
titors,  and  that  this  very  day  will  probably  .decide  it.  I  have 
appointed  to  m.eet  the  Minifler  this  evening  at  fix  ;  and  if  you 
fecond  me  now,  we  fliall  have  the  greatcfl  hopes  of  iuccefs. 
Don’t  fail  to  be  here,  that  we  may  go  together  ;  I  know  you 
have  great  weight  with  him. 

Baron.  You  may  depend  upon  me. 

Forlis  No  forgetfulnefs  do  you  hear  ?  ’■ 

Baron.  I’ll  juff  ftep  ouL  to  pay  the  monc^y  and  will^me 
and  call  you  ; — you  fliaii  not  ftay  a  moment  for  mo.-'  'W 
J'orlis.  ’Fis  excellent,  if  you  do  but  keep  your  \vord  ; 
iind  this  time,  I  hope  I  may  depend  upon  you. 

‘The  Baron  j;>oes  out  avhilc  he  is  fbeahlngj 
and  Eorlis  foUezvs. 


-A  COMEDY. 
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SCENE  Changes  to  Celia’s  Apartment*  ‘Tahky  pen,  tnky 

and  paper* 

Celia  and  Lifette. 

I  Idf.  Oh,  Madam !  Pm  impatient  to  tell  you  a  fecret  I 
I  have  learnt — Mademoifelle  Lucile  has  a  pallion,  and  your 
I  brother,  as  is  ht,  has  a  favmur’d  rival.  " 

I  Celia.  What  an  idea ! 

IJf.  ^Tis  moll  certainly  To,  Madam,  and  I  have  the  flrong- 
eil  proof. 

!  Celia.  What  may  that  be,  pray  ?  ** 

,  Lif.  I  furprized  het,  Madam,  opening  a  love-letter,  which 
!  Hie  hid  the  moment  Ihe  faw  me. 

I  Celia.  Nonfenfe  !  ’twas  a  letter  from  fome  friend. 

1  lAf.  No,  no  ;  no  fuch  thing.  Her  blulhes  betray’d  her  ; 

I  and  one  is  not  in  fuch  hafte  to  huddle  away  an  indhferent  let- 
.  ter.  [^Making  the  motion  of  thrujlhig  a  letter  in  her  pocket.~\ 
i  They  attribute  her  hlence  and  melancholy  to  ftupidity ;  but 
they  are  much  millaken.  Madam  ;  ’tis  all  Hieer  love,  or  I’ll 
be  -hang’d  for  it.  This  is  not  the  firft  time  I  have  thought  fo. 
j  I  have  watched  all  her  ways,  and  fee  Hie  has  every  lymptom’ 
i  of  a  love-fick  heart,  and  1  have  tolerable  judgement  in  that 
I  difeafe.  Madam  ;  but  I  go  farther  Hill,  and  am 'convinced  I 
i  have  alfo  difeover’d  the  object  of  her  pallion. 

I  Celia.  So  ! — indeed  ! 

.  Lif.  A^'es,  Madam  ;  for,  ever  lince  the  Marquis  has  been 

•  here,  I  perceive  a  ftrange  alteration  ; — I  fee-  joy  painted  in 

•  her  countenance — nay,  what’s  more,  have  obferved  certain 
i  looks  that  fpeak  the  intelligence  of  two  fympathizing  hearts. 

! — ’Tis  ahfolutcly  he.  I’ll  be  anfwcrable. 

1  Celia.  This  is  all  the  imagination  of  thy  foolrlh  brain, 

Lif.  They  certainly  love  one  another,  take  my  word - - 

But  Ihe  is  coming  this  way,  to  read  the  letter  I  don’t  doubt. 

!  — Plere,  Madam,  let  us  hide  ourfelves  in  this  dark  room,  and 
I  obferve  her. 

j-  Celia.  No,  Lifette;  let  us  refpecl:  her  fecret ; — that  which 
*^ne  Heals  from  a  friend,  is  a  lliameful  theft. — Let  hs  leave 
her.  \_Exeufit* 

Lucile  enters  alone. 

Imc.  At  laH  I’m  alone,  and  can  read,  without  conHrainr, 
my  dear  lover’s  letter.  He  alone  reigns  in  my  heart,  and 

F 
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nothing- elle  can  afiliage  my  grief.  [^Reads.']  “  No,  dear 
“  I-.ucile,  never  was  a  litiiation  fo  fingular  as  ours,  nor  a 
“  man  fo  wretched  as  I  am.  I  fee  you  every  hour,  witliout 
“  an  opporrunit}'  to  explain  myfelf,  and  every  hour  adds  to 
ni)  aTixicty.  You  are  on  the  point  of  being  given  to  a- 
“  nother,  and  I  dare  not  complain.  I  could  bear  it,  if  your 
maVriage  caufed.  my  unhappinefs  only,^ — but  it  will  com* 
“  piete  yours  ? — I  fee  it,  I  know  it,  and  can^t  remedy  it ; 
“  — ’tis  that  which  caufes  my  defpair.  Adieu  !  Without  an 
“  immediate  anfwer,  I  can  no  longer  fupport  it.’^  [^Having 
rsad  the  letter. What  a  conflict  between  hope  and  fear,  bed| 
tween  pleafure  and  pain  !•— -'The  agitations  of  my  heart  are  not 
to  be  e xprelfed  !  Sentiments  like  mine  can  only  be  felt.  But 
here  ar>'  pen  and  ink.  I’ll  anfwer  it  immediately'. 

.  '  Writes. 

“  Dear,  Marquis,  if  a  fincere  return,  and  the  natural  ex- 
prellions  or  the  mofl  ardent  pallion,  can  confole  you,  you 
“  lhall  be  fatisfed.  ^  The  pains  which  you  feel,  are  my  great- 
“  elt  torment. 

interrupts  her  ’usrliug,  to  J[)eie.k  thlsy  then  continues  a~ 
grhn  till  the  Baron  comes  in. 


The  Baron  enters. 


Baron.  (Not  feeing  Luclle.)  Well,  I  have  paid  this  debt 
my  heart  is  now  at  eafe. — But  what  do  I  fee  I  Litcile  with 
pen  and  ink  : — She  never  thinks,  how  can  die  write  ? — Let’s 
iec  a  little  what  Ihc  %s,— I  fancy  it  will  be  diverting.  [To 
lAiicile.]  Pray,  may  I  allc,  without  being  too  curious,  to 
^  horn  are  you  writing  ! 


Jmc.  Ah  !  [With furprife. 

Baron.  Don’t  let  my  prefence  alarm  you.  You  need  -not 
be  alraid.  I  only  aft’d  whom  you  are  writinp  to  ? 

Luc.  [In  confufion.']  I’m  writing  to  nobody.— Sir,  they 
are  few  lines  without  meaning,  and  only  writ  as  an  exercife  ! 

Baron.  It  does  nqt  fignify, — pray  let  me  fee  them  ;  you 
won’t  refufe,  I  hope,  when  I  defire  it. 

Luc,  ilow  I  tremble  !  •  ^ yHide. 

Baron.  Come  let’s  fee.  .  '' 

Luc.  The  fpeiliug— Sir— I  write  fo  ill— Indeed,  Pm  a- 
fraid  ^  [B/ith  great  emharrojfment. 

Baron.  You’re  in  the  wrong  ! — I’ll  corredl  it. 


\r 
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Lur.  You’lf  never  be  able  to  read  my  writing—aiid  you’ll  ‘ 

laugh  at  me  I’m  fuie. 

j}aro7i.  O,  you’re  like  a  child  ! 

Luc.  No,  but  indeed  I’m  in  earneft.— I  hyow  the  opinion 
you  have  of  me,  and  this  will  maiee  it  worfe. 

Barm.  Silly  excufes  !  Give  it  me. 

[Takes  the  letter  from  her^  and  reads 

This  puts  an  end  to  the  difpute. 

The  Marquis  enters. 

Marq.  (at  a  d'fance.)  I  perceive  the  Baron  and  Liicile. 
But  he’s  reading  a  letter.  I  hope  he  has  not  fupriz  d  Lei  ! 
Baron.  I  doubt  if  I  am  awake,  and  don’t  know  what  to 
think. — Speak !  is  it  you  who  have  writ  this  ? 

I  me.  Yes.  • 

Baron.  I  can’t  recover  from  my  furprlze.  —  The  more  I 
read  this  letter,  the  more  I  am  aftonifli  d  !  The  language  is 
refined,  and  the  moft  delicate  fentiments  roigns  in  every  line,. 
[To  Lucile.]  Charming  idler  !  Is  it  tT  s,  that  under  an  air 
of  fimplicity,  you  concealed  your  talents  ?  Is  this  the  ftupi- 
dity  I  have  complained  of?  [Reads  “  I  know  that 

they  think  me  void  of  fenfe  ;  but  it  is  for  you  alone  I  wifh 
to  have  any.”  I  need  not  alx  to  wnom  this  is  adcueffed  t 
and  I  feel  all  the  delicacy  of  the  reproach.  I  blufli  to  think 
how  I  have  deferved  it !— but  henceku.  ward  my  fentiments 
fliall  be  governed  by  the  warmth  and  rendernefs  of  yours. 

Luc.  The  miftake  is  lucky !  ‘  ‘  [^i/'ida. 

Baron.  This  confufion— .thefeamiable  blufnes — confirm  my 
happinefs.  What  joy  ! — She  loves  me— Oh  !  how  dull  muft 
I  be,  not  to  fee  through  her  referve  and  timidity  i-— I  can  ac- 
cufc  nothing  but  my  own  blindnefs  ;  and  her  letter  is  at  once  a 
fatirc  on  me,  and  a  jidHfication  of  herfelf.  y 

Marq.  [nfide.~\  The  joy  I  feel  is  incxprefitble:  hut  I’ll  ad¬ 
vance  ;  it  may  fare  her  from  farther  cmbarrafTment.' 

Barcn.  O,  Marquis  !  are  you  tliere  ? — My  happinefs  is  now 
complete.  I  have  found  in  Imcilc  every  thing  I  thought 
wanting  ; — Hie’s  all  perfe-ftion,  and  her  wit  equals  her  beauty. 
But  you  fliall  be  judge  yourfclf hear  the  charming  letter  Ihe 
has  been  writing  to  me— you  will  be  del'-^lired  ! — Hear,  pray. 

I  know  tliat  they  thinl:  me  void  of  fenfe,  but  it  is  for  you 
«  alone  I  wife  to  have  any ;  and  could  I  convince  you,  that 
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the  qualities  of  niy  head  equalled  the  tendcrnefs  of  my  heart, 
‘‘  the  whole  world  l^efde  may  think  me  foolifh,  and  Rupid,  if 
they  pleafc.  The  dejection  into  which  the  dread  of  being 
‘‘  forgot  by  you  had  plunged  me,  might  eafiJy  give  that  ide-:  j 
and  lincc  I  have  feen  you  here,  your  prefence  has  thrown 
me  into  an  embarraffment  that  might  confirm  it.  In  the 
cruel  ignorance  of  my  fate,  the  agitation  of  my  heart  took 
away  the  liberty  of  my  exprelTion,  and  I  was  too  much  oc- 
“  cvpiedwith  feeling,  to  have  the  liberty  of  thinking.’\ 

^  My  dear  Marquis,  was  ever  any  thing  fo  charming !  and 
IS  not  that  conclufion  adorable  | 

Marr.  \oM  can’t  he  more  delighted  with  it  than  I  am. 

Imc.  1  ou  commend  my  letter  more  than  it  deferves. 

BaroTK  Nc ;  nothing  can  be  equal  to  my  admiration,  or  my 
furprize.  I  Ihould  expiate  my  crime  at  your  Let.  I  thought 
you  without  fcnfe,  and  ’tis  I  who  am  a  fool  '  ^ 

Imc.  Pray  rile,  Sir  ;  you  add  to  the  confufion  I  am  in. 
Barcn.  1  is  I  tn.at  ought  to  blufli  for  my  condiLh,  and  I 
can  never  do  enough  to  atone  for  it.  She  is  perfea,  and  no- 

tlung  would  be  wania.g  to  my  fatisfadlion,  if  you  had  the  fame 
reulon  to  be  happy.  ■  . 

Marq.  l  afiure  you.  Sir,  that  I  have. 

Baron,  VVliat  !  has  your  miftrefs,  then,  return’d  you  arr 
anlwer  r 


^  Marq,  \  cs,  Sir,  and  by  a  letter  which  enchants  me  :  and 
It  IS  to  Maaemoifelle  I  owe  it. 

Buc,  In  that.  Sir,  I  did  but  follow  my  inclination.  ' 

iiV/’er  Lifette. 

Lif  J  beg  pardon,  Sir;  but 'there’s  the  Buchefs  beW, 
who  aefires  to  (jicalc  to  you  ;  (he  fays  (he  re  in  great  hafte 
and  cannot  flay  a  moment.  °  * 

,  Baron.  Very  well,  I’ll  wait  upon  her. 

Marq.  You  Are  going  out,  then  ? 

/W  No,  I’, n  going  to  „dl  her  I  cannot  poffibly  attend 
bci  .  1  .lavp  pronufed  Mr.  dc  forlis  to  be  here  at  fix,  and  I 

llirlj  not  nave  time.  '  r  7 .  •  -n 

I  'r  C-I  >u  .  1  L  1  /*  ■» /r  .  Joaron, 

'  ci-'w  5  Duchefs  will 

infiih-bly  curry  him  c;f't ;  and  there’s  th.e  Countefs  with  her  : 

i'.C  can  never  tchlb  their  joint  e^'orts. - Ent  there  goes  titc 

coach,  and  I  U  be  f.vorn  they  !  avc  taken  him _ {’11  go  down 

aiiu  know.  They  love  one  another,  I  fee,  and  it's  a  nltv  to 
irrcirujit  them.  r  . 

i  j.avc'ay  lift  obuincd  tr.:  oppcrtuniLy  i  fo  earner-- 
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ly  wrfli’d  for)  and  may  now  fpeak  to  you  without  conilraiut. 
O,  Luciie !  have  you  wilhed  for  it  as  eayiellly  as  I  have? — 
No  ;  you  do  not  anfwer,  and  your  heiirt^s  oppreiTed. 

Luc*  I  can  hardly  v>car  the  tranfports  which  I  feel,  and 
words  are  too  weak  to  prefs  them. — O  Marquis  !  to  be  thus 
iilent, — is  it  not  faying  all  ? 

Marq.  Did  you  then  feel  happy  at  our  meeting  ? 

Luc.  My  eyes  feemed  open  from  the  deepeft  night :  in 
yours  a  heavenly  light  Ihoiie  upon  me.  At  the  fweet  found 
of  your  voice,  I  felt  that  I  revived,  and  love  gave  me  a  new 
being !  1  feem’d  not  to  exiit  in  your  abfence,  and  only  be^  an 
to  live  at  your  return. 

Marq.  Forgive,  if  in  the  tranfport  I  feel — \_kllfcs  her  han  j 
. — May  I  then  think  you  love  rne  ? 

Luc^  Can  you  then  doubt  it  ?  , 

Marq.  No — but  there’s  a  magic  charm  in  thofe  words  ; 
pray,  repeat  them, 

Luc.  Yes,  Marquis,  I  love  you  ! — you  and  you  alone. 

Marq.  And  I  adore  you.— But,  Lucde,  how  dear  muft  I 
foon  pay  for  thefe  happy  moments  !  My  joy  is  troubled  by  the 
^moft  cruel  alarms.  Your  father  has  folemnly  engaged  you  to 
^  the  Baron,  whofe  paflion  for  you  is  increafcd  by  his  difcove- 
ry  of  your  talents.  He  will  now  ftudy  to  pleafe  you  ;  his 
rank  is  great,  and  his  figure  agreeable  ;  your  hither  too  will 
ufe  his  authority,  Theie  thoughts  torment  me,  and  I  have 


every  thing  to  fear. 

Luc.  No  j  wdiatever  form  he  takes,  he  will  gain  nothing. 
If  the  blind  attachment  my  father  has  for  him  did  not  prevent 
me,  I  fliGuld  throw  myfelf  at  his  feet,  and  declare  my  refolu- 
tion  never  to  marry  a  man  I  hate,  and  who  would  make  my 
whole  life  miferable. 

’  Marq.  Take  care,  led  by  any  rafh  dep  you  make  your  fi- 
tuation  ilill  worfe.  Confider  the  w^armth  of  your  father’s  tem- 
t)er,  and  his  ftrong  determination  in  favour  of  the  Baron  ; — 
let  me  rather  fuffer,  than  do  any  thing  that  exppfes  you  to 
cenfure,  or  to  the  refentment  of  your  father. 

Juic.  But  confider  how  Ihoit  ouy  time  may  be,  and  that 
every  moment  feems  to  advance  thcle  deteifed  nuptials.  I  hat 
thought  kills  me.  I  fhould  not  think  him  fupponablc,  vverc 
1  indifferent  to  you  judge,  then,  what  his  confideirt  palfiou 
lofes  by  the  coniparifoii  with  a  lover,  young  ard  virtuous—^ 
tender  and  i trpe^ffuh— You,  Marquis,  pofiels  every  folid  me¬ 
rit  ;  he,  only  the  malk  and  perfidious  varnilh.  He  is  form’d 
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to  dazzle,  and  be  admired ;  you,  to  love,  and  be  beic  cd 
he,  by  every  word  and  adion,  would  be  the  hero  of  all  Paris 
— but  you  are  mine. 

Marq.  O,  Lucile  !  fuch  kindnefs  Qvercomes  me  ;  yes,  it 
is  a  love  like  mine  alone  that  can  defeA^e  you. 

^  Enter  Lifette. 

IJf.  Oh,  pray  go  on,  Sir — don’t  let  me  interrupt  you. 

Jaic.  fleavens  ! — ’tis  Lifette. — 

Jjf.  You  need  not  be  afraid.  Madam  ;  I  interell  myfelf  for 
you  both. — Far  from  hurting,  it  rtiall  be  my  bufinefs  to  ferve 
you. — Pardon  me  for  difturbing  j’-ou  ;  but  here’s  your  father 
coming,  and  I  thought  it  was  not  necelTary  he  fliould  be  wit- 
nefs  to  your  friendly  converfation. 

Luc,  Thank  you,  dear  Lifette  ;  I  am  obliged  to  you,  and 
/liall  retire. 


Marq.  What !  are  you  going  ? 

Luc^  With  pain  I  muH  leave  you.  I  dare  not  ftay.  f  A.v/V, 
Enter  M.  de  Forlis. 

FcrTis.  So  !  where’s  the  Laron  ?  I  come  to  call  him. 

Marq,  They  liave  taken  him  away  for  a  minute,  much 
gainft  lu$  will. 

Forhs,  Who  can  have  conlbrained  him  ? 

Marq,.  ’Twas  fome  unforefeen  affair. — The  Duchefs  came 
in  her  coacii,  and  would  abfolutely  have  him  go.  He  could 
not  help  it. 

Forlis,  Juff  when  he  was  to  go  and  affift  me  in  my  felici¬ 
tation  ;  when  the  hour  was  fix’d,  he  breaks  his  engagement. 

Marq,  If  it  is  an  affair  of  fuch  confequence,  he’ll  certainly 
picct  you .  ^ 


_  I' orbs.  ’Tib  the  Government  I  have  been  fo  carneff  to  ob¬ 
tain,  and  which  will  be  given  immediately  ; — he  had  better  not 
.,-^rrrrvf  ];f  ^^rokc,  it  fliall  be  the  laft. 


forget 


J,,r  ,  m,  ,  [Arir  Forlis, 

.  .  f  certainlv  forgot,  and  Forlis 

IS  jultiy  oficr.deo.  I  muft  endeavour  to  ferve  him  myfelf  in 
tms  affiir,  whieli  I  fee  he  his  greatly  at  heart.  I  can  do 
weth  my  uncle  ;  lit  loves  me  and  Ivis  great  influence. 
-  go  tms  inomcrir,  r.r.o  to  engage  Ivm  the  more,  will  difeo- 
ver  my  love  for  the  daug’iter. 

E’en  ffubliorn  confcic-uce  may  this  feu  auurove  • 
i'oi  V  he’d  not  ferve  a  f  iead,  to  fci  ^  e  his  love  >  ’ 

I'ND  CF  THE  FOURTH  AQT. 


lE,rit. 
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ACT  V. 


ELL,  ovir  plot’s  pretty  well  advanc’d,  I  think,  and 


^  ^  near  its  conclufion. 

Enter  Robert. 

So,  Robert,  all  fucceeds  to  our  wilh  ;  the  gull  is  fairly  caught. 
Madam  Celia  has  done  her  part  adminibly.  He  believes  her 
mortally  in  love  ;  She  has  acquainted  the  Baron  too  with  the 
\vhole,  and  bye-and-bye  will  introduce  him,  when  he  may  de¬ 
pend  on  a  proper  reception. 

Roh.  Oh,  pray  let  us  have  the  diverfion  tod  ; — let  him  ap¬ 
pear  in  full  court. 

L'lf.  By  all  means.  He  has  promifed  to  meet  me  here  ; 
and  Madam.  Cela  will  bring  the  Baron.  I  wirti  you  had  feen 
him  ftrutting  before  Madam  Celia’s  window,  like  a  daw  in  his 
peacock’s  feathers.  But  hift  !  here  he  comes. 


Enter  the  Abbe. 


Well,  Sir,  I  hope  your  hitisfied.  You’ve  turn’d  my  poor 
milfrefs’s  head,  I  fee  ; — in  Ihort,  dte’s  your  own  :  but  we  muft 
manage  with  difcretion,  for  fear  of  difcovery. 

Jbbe.  Yes,  dear  adorable  Lifette,  I’m  all  rapture,  and  will 

be  all  bounty.  . 

L'lf  Oh,  in  fiiow’rs  of  gold,  I  don’t  doubt !  but  no  play, 
no  pay,  Sir  ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  moderate  your  tranfports, 
or  we  may  pay  foifeic  yet: — we  muR  be  circumfpeft  ;  and 
pray,  take  care  of  the  Baron — he’s  implacable,  when  he’s  an- 

gry. 

Able,  You  terrify  me,  Lifette  ! 

Roh.  And  above  all  avoid  the  Govej  nor  ; — he’s  mondroufly 
Rfpic^ous  ;  and  then  he’s  a  walking  gazette,  and  as  curious  as- 

a  chamber-maid  into  the  bargain. 

Lif  There  was  no  need  of  that  pretty  limile,  Mr.  R.obert. 
Able.  I’d  better  go  out  of  the  way  ijpmediately. 

Roh.  Why,  ’twilfbe  llifen;,  indeed  ;  lie’d  have  no  merCy,  If 
he  difeover’d  you.  Gadlb  !  talk  of  the  devil,  tliey  fay — here 
he  is  coming,  ’faith  ! 


Albc.  Oh,  dear  Robert,  let  me  be  hid. 
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Rob.  ImpolTible,  Sir  !  He  has  feen  us,  and  it’s  too  late. 
Abbe.  Pd  get  into  a  nutfliell. —  *  ■ 

Rob.  I  tell  you  it’s  impollible ;  fa  you  muft  abfolutely  be 
introduc’d  now,  and  make  the  bcjfl  of  it. 

Abb^'.  Introduc’d  !  I’d  as  lief  be  introduced  to  0/^  Nick. 
He’s  the  devil  of  a  fellow  !  I  han’t  forgot  the  adventure  of 
this  morning  neither. 

Enter  M.  de  Forlis.  j 

Fcrlts.  So,  Robert !  Is  the  Baron  at  home? 

'  Roh.  No,  Sir.' 

F.-rUi.  Who’s  that  cavalry  officer  ? 

Rob.  H'-at  is  Captain  Rymer,  Sir,  brother  to  the  Abbe.-— 
Pll  introducehim.— Abbe.]  Captain,  this  is  Monlieur 

de  rorhs,  the  Governor,  a  friend,  of  the  Baron’s. _ \Fq 

Forlis.]  The  Captain,  Sir,  is  a  man  of  diftinguiffi’d  character 

and  ier\  ice  ;  has  been  in  a  hundred  battles  and  fieges,  and  is  as 
brave  as  Alexander. 

Abbs.  Hid  !  huffi  !  Sure  you  are  mad,  Robert,  why  you’ll 
dneover  all,  and  ruin  me  for  ever.  '  IPults  Robert’s  /W. 

Rob.  He  ferv’d  all  the  lad  v/ar,  dillinguiffi’d  himffiif  ex- 
ceedmgly  and  can  give  you  an  account  of  all  his  campaigns. 

lAf  de.]  So,  now  it  comes,  and  I  ffiall  be  quefttoned 
lixe  a  ffiop- lifter!  I  wilh  I  had  never  feen  thefe  curfed  reei- 
mentals  !-— A  pretty  Alexander,  indeed !— Why,  I’m  in  a 
tremor  before  the  adion  begins. 

l-'orlis.  You  ferved  in  the  laft  war.  Sir;  and  I  make  no 
rfoubt,  -arc  matter  of  all  the  traiifaaions  of  thole  camnaiens 
V  ete  yon  in  America,  or  in  the  Eaft  Indies  >  ‘  8  • 

^hich  to  have  been  m.  [To  de  Forlis.]  Oh,  in  America. 

I  ferv  d  the  whole  war-  there. 

Forh.  Pray,  in  what  pod,  if  I  may  affi  ? 

/?/•/)  I'Tj.  )  a  o  Ffkhii  hcfiiatcs. 

,  Feb.  As  Captain  of  cavalry. 

Abbe.  As  Captain  of  cavalry,  Sir. 

AN''  Si"  ■  I  heard  that  any  French 

cavalry  were  upon  that  expedition. 

Able.  Nifide.']  ’Egad  nor  I  neither.  He  fweits  mo  lil-r  o 

nio  umk.  Hniatihall  Ifayi 

-l^ie.  ved  as  an  engineer,  Sir.-f  had  always  a  love  for  thr^ 

Forhs.^  Phat’s  very  uncommon  in  the  cavalry !  And  nrav 
‘  ,  ’^  as  it  m  the  north  or  the  foutli  you  wei  e  chiefly  employ’d  ? 
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Ahht  Oh,  in  North  America,  Sir. 

Forlis.  Y-es,  I  conclude  fo,  Sir  ;  but  I  mean  in  tho  nortiicm 
or  foutheru  diftri<5ls. 

Abbe,  Oh,  in  the  fouth,  Sir, — that  is — in  the  fouth  of  the 
north,  I  mean. 

Forlis.  Were  you  much  annoyed  by  the  Tribes  ?  Did  the  / 
come  down  and  plunder  you  ? 

Abbe,  Tribes!  Who, the  devil  does  he  mean  ?  Is 

he  got  among  the  Jews  ?  \Fo  Forlis.]  Why,  Jews  are  an 
impoling  race  ;  but  we  had  no  great  dealings. 

Forlis,  Jews  !  No,  Sir  ; — I  mean  the  native  tribes — the 
Cherokecs  and  Chadlaws,  or  the  Outawaws,  and  Tufearoras, 
did  they  m^deft  you  ?  * 

Abbe.  ( afide.)  Some  beads  of  the  woods,  I  ruppofe. - - 

\  cs.  Sir,  yes,  pretty  much  ;  they  devour’d  fome  of  our  llrag- 
glers  now  and  then. 

Forlis.  I  did  not  know  they  were  fo  voracious  ;  but  you’d 
have  been  a  rare  inorfel  for  them — you’d  have  made  a  beauti¬ 
ful  fcaip  ! — You  were  at  the  fiege  of  Charles  Town,  no  doubt  I 
That  was  much  in  your  way. 

Able.  Oh,  very  much  in  our  way.  ’Fwas  a  very  tough 
morlcl  too  ;  and  but  for  a  lucky  ftroke  by  one  of  our  depart¬ 
ment,  might  have  lafted  till  this  time, 

Forlis.  A  long  fiege,  indeed,  Sir !  And  pray,  what  might 
that  great  Jirohe  be  ? 

Abbe.  Why,  feeing  the  difficulty  of  advancing.  Sir,  by  a 
plan  I  laid,  we  flole^  a  march,  and  furpriz’d  the  place 

Forlis.  That  was  furprizing  indeed  !  for  I  have  always  un- 
derdood,  that  our  friends  defended  Charles  Town,  and  that 
the  attack  was  made  by  the  Britifli. 

Abbe.  Tlie  Britifh,  Sir  I — Oh,  no.  Sir.  You’ll  excufe  me. 
Sir  ;  lure  I  ought  to  know,  who  was  prefent. 

Forlis.  You  ought,  indeed,.  Sir  :  but  all  accounts  of  the 
adair  contradieft  it.  Your  memory  mud  fail  you.  Sir,  I  fanev. 

Enter  the  Baron  ami  Celia. 

Celia.  S'f,  this  is  the  Abbe - the  Captain,  I  mean,  bro- 

t)ier  to  your  friend  the  Abbe. 

Baron.  You  are  but  lately  from  abroad,  I  underdand,  Sir 
— Have  ferved  the  lad  camjiaigns  ? 

Able.  Yes,  Sir. 

Forlis.  Oh,  yes,  Sir,  and  the  Captain  has  given  an  exceed- 
ing  good  account  of  them  ;  only  his  memory  is  ihort,  and  he 
forgets  which  fide  he  fought  of. 
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Baron.  He’s  amazingly  like  the  Abbe,  the  very  Tame  fize 
and  make. 

Celui.  Every  feature  too, — only  a  little  fairer, — the  eye- 
•  brows  fo  much  lighter,  and  that  line  colour — that  military  air 

too  ; — then  the  leg  and  the  foot. - ^The  Abbe  has  not  that 

.  pretty  little  foot  like  an  ace  of  fpades. 

yfhhe.  Zounds  I  how  they  take  me  over.  \_Jlfule. 

Celia.  Pray,  let’s  fee  ;  is^jiat  wound  very  deep.  Captain  I 
I’ve  a  curiofity — ^pray,  let’s  fee. 

[Celia  goes  vp  to  the  Abbe  ;  and  I..irette,  at  the  fame  tme^ 

'  takes  off  his  hat. 

Forlis.  You’d  better  take  to  your  pen.  Captain.  The 
fvvord’s  rather  troublefome. 

Alhe.  I’d  better  take  to  my  heels  - I’m  betray’d — and 

now  for  a  military  retreat.  \f/!Jide.~\  Sir,  I  don’t  underftand. 
Sir.' — Do  you  mean  to  affront — 

[To  Fori  is,  going  ip  to  him,  and  pretending  to  drazv  his 
fword^  then  running  off. 

(  Baron.  Stop  him — he  ihall  go  to  the  Baftlle. 

{fThe  fervants  flop  him, 

,  .  Forlis.  By  no  means ; — the  blanket  or  horfepond  would  do 
.  better.  Behdes,  he  has  amufed  us,  and  what  would  you  have 

of  a  monkey  but  his  tricks  ? - You  may  thank  yourfelf  for 

_  his  entrance  into  tho  houfe,  and  you'  may  thank  him  for  leav¬ 
ing  it. 

Baron,  Away  with  him !  [ They  carry  him  off."]  [ To  Forlis. 3 
And  n6w  let  me  Ihew  you  into  your  apartment.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.  A  Room, 

Lucile  ( alone.)  My  father  has  gone  out,  and  the  Marquis 
promifed  to  come.  What  can  detain  him  ?  Even  his  love  docs 
not  enfure  my  happinefs,  and  every  moment  of  abfcnce  revives 
my  fears  :  perhaps  mufic  may  affuage  them. 

X^Takes  a  lute  andjings, 

1  Fonder  not  if  thus  Pm  mute. 

Nor  think  it  is  a  vain  pretence  ; 

Bahlling  mirth  voith  joy  may  fuit. 

But  to  grief  it  gives  offence. 

Spring  th*  enraptuFd plains  adorning. 

Wakes  the  jocund  voice  of  love  ; 

With  the  wintry  blajls  returning, 

Silence  reigns  throughout  the  grove. 
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yoy  and  Damon  are  but  one  ; 

All  is  grief  if  he  depart ; 

I  ^  Dis  the  abfence  of  the  fun  ; 

^"Tis  the  winter  of  the  heart. 

Enter  Lifette. 

Take  my  lute.  [  To  Lifcttc. 

Lif,  I  have  been  thinking  of  my  maftcr’s  alteration,  and 
1  dread  the  effed  your  letter  has  'had  upon  him.  I'his  inav 
j  make  him  give  up  his  Countefs,  and  his  hon  ton,,  and  become  a 
i  troublefome  lover.  It’s  a  dangerous  thing  to  have  too  much 
I  wit,  Madam. 

;  Luc.  Pr’ythee  don’t  be  jocofe — ^you  make  ’me  tremble. 

!  How  much  better  was  his  contempt ! 

1  Utf  Very  true.  Madam  ;  and  his  ill  humour  into  the  bar- 

j  gain - But  I  hear  fomebody  coming  in  hallc — ’tis  a  lover’s 

j  Hep,  Ma’am ! 

Luc.  Oh,  yes,  ’tis  the  Marquis  ! — How  my  heart  beats  ! 
i  \^Exit  Lifette.]  O,  Heaven  !  ’tis  the  Baron. 

Enter  the  Baron  a7id  the  Countefs. 
j  Count.  No,  no ;  whatever  you  may  fay,  I’m  refcivcd  not 
I  to  leave  you. 

,  Baron.  I  am  vex’d  to  death  !  The  cruel  Countefs  here 
I  would  drag  me  to  the  new  comedy,  thcugli  I  could  tliink  of 
!  nothing  but  you.  Your  eyes  afford  a  more  brilliant  enter- 
I  tainment — the  only  one  which  from  henceforth  I  ff  all  ever 
find  interefting. 

Count.  What  do  I  hear ! — He  reallj^  talks  like  a  languifli- 
{ ing  lover. 

Baron.  And  I  am  the  very  thing. 

Count.  You  in  love  ! 

Baron.  De](])erately. 

Count.  I  am  fliock’d  at  the  tranfport  lie  ffews  !  Poor  Ba¬ 
ron  !  What  will  become  of  him  ? 

Baron.  {To  Liicile.]  This  very  day,  I  hope,  concludes 
the  marriage  !  and  your  father - 

J.uc.  {Interrupting  him  eagerly.']  Have  you  feen  him.  Sir  ' 
Baron.  Flattering  eagernefs !— -No,  I  was  not  able  ;  and 

much  againft  my  will,  fail’d  in  my  appointment  witii  him _ _ 

But  adorcabic  Lucile  ! — 

Count.  I  am  all  affonhliment !  It’s  abfolutc.infinitv _ 

Baron,  ^if  this  continues,  we  muff  put  you  on  a  ffvait  waiff- 
:cat. — Tiiis  is  twenty  times  woife  than  rnkrrying. 
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Baron,  My  ardor  is  perfe(5^. 

Count.  Pcrfedl  ardors  ! — O  Heavens  ! — But  my  dear,  ar¬ 
dent  Baron,  adoring  and  languifliing  in  the  difmal  tone  you 
do,  for  Heaven^s  fake,  tell  me  wl;iat  we  fliall  do  with  you? — 
Whv,  nobody  will  keep  company  with  you. 

Baron.  I  fliall  divide  rayfelf,  Madani,  between  her  and  the 
world.  '  '  , 

Count.  No,  the  world  can’t  bear  a  lover — it  has  abfolutely 
quarrcl’d  with  love  ; — they  can’t  bear  one  another.  One  is 
lively  and  amuflng,  the  other  dull  and  tireipme.  The  world 
makes  fomething  of  a  blockhead,  and  love  turns  a  fenfible  niau 
:nto  a  blockhead. 

IjUC.  I'liat  picture  of  loi'e  is  not  very  flattering  ! 

Count.  No,  my  little  angel ;  it’s  painted  mucih  more  char¬ 
ing  in  your  eyes. 

Baron.  In  fpite  of  your  wit,  love  poliflics  our  minds. 

Count.  The  company  of  our  fex,  if  you  pleafe,  not  the  love. 
To  be  good  for  any  thing,  you  mull,  indeed  live  with  women 
■ — have  a  tallc  for  them  ;  but  no  attachment ; — no  ardors,  no 
adorations  !  ,  . 

Cue.  I  have  hitherto  been  told,  that  we  were  obj^fts  worthy 
ci  an  attaclimcnt. 

Count.  I  perceive  our  little  friend  here  Is  fentimental ! — 
’Tis  an  error  to  be  forgiven  at  her  age— ^n  age  to  read  novels  .; 
to  think  dying  lor  love  the  charmingefl;  of  all  charming  things 
and  that  there’s  no  fore  way  of  being  happy,  but  by  making  oiir- 
fd!  mifcrable  !  I  remember,  I.  was  in  love  myfelf  at  fourteen 
—had  a  klle  pajfion  for  a  |chool-boy,  which  lafted  a  whole 
month  !  during  >vhich  I  pin’d  and  languiflied  mofl;  conftani- 
ly. 

Beron.  ’Twas  indeed  a  mofl:  exemplary  conftancy ! 

CrAint.  Love  then  appears  a  charming  thing,  docs  not  it  ? 

Luc.  At  my  age,  Madam,  ’tis  a  fubjed:  one  fliould  be  fil- 
cut  upon. 

Count.  If  you  marry,  however,  chufe  a  hulbantl  of  your 
own  age.  That  would  not  be  the  Baron’s  advice-^but  it  is 
mine. 

/-.we,  fimplcton  who  gives  pretty  good  advice  ! 

Count.  No,  Baron,  indeed  I  can’t  bear  this  foolifli  mar¬ 
riage.  If  it  takes  place  then  adieu  our  fricndfhip!  I’d  as  foon 
h;.ve  one-  with  a  man  going  to  be  executed,  which  is  indeed 
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much  the  fame  thing.  AH  Paris  will  look  upon  you  as  a  dca4 
man  ; — inftead  of  an  epithalamium,  they’ll  write  your  epitaph 
and  the  palTengers  tvill  read  over  your  door. 

Here  lies  interr’d,  tho*  not  depriv’d  of  life, 

The  Baron,  burled  near  his  loving  wife  ! 

I'he  Baron,  folus. 


She  is  in  the  right :  I  feel  the  folidity  of  her  reflections,  and 
tremble  at  them  ;-^but  Love,  at  this  moment^  is  the  piafter, 
and  muft  be  obey’d. 

‘  Enter  M.  de  Forlis. 


Baron,  I  w'aited  for  you  here  on  purpofe.to  beg— 

Forlis.  And  I  come,  Sir,  on  purpofe  to  thank  you.  You 
have  aflifted  me  fo  effcCfually,  that  the  Government  is  given  to 
another  ;  and  the  Minifter,  I  have  reafon  to  know  would  have 
given  it  me,  if  you  had  been  there  to  fecond  my  fuit. 

Baron,  ’Twas  by  an  unlucky  accident. 

Forlis.  Say  rather,  by  your  negligence. 

Baron.  No,  it  was  not  in  my  power.  I  fhould  have  flown 
to  you,  but  was  Hopped  by — 

Forlis.  I  don’t  lillcn  to  you. 

Baron.  I  met'a  moft  infuperable  obflacle,  and  was— 
Forlis.  Yes,  I  know  it — ^I'ery  quietly^at  the  play  f 
Baron.  Yes — but — 

Forlis.  Nothing  can  excufe  your  proceeding. — For  thele 
ten  years  pail,  I  have  fulfilled  all  the  duties  of  our  friendlhip, 
and  you  have  negleCted  them  j — I  have  had  ail  the  burthen  of 
it,  and  you  the  advantage. 

Baron.  I  have  always  been  happy  to  Ihcw  my  zeal. 

Eorlis.  Yesy  you  give  me  an  excellent  proof  of  it!  All 
that  I  ivflt’d  of  your  zeal,  was  to  fay  a  Tingle  word  to  the  Mi* 
niller  my  fate  dependded  upop  it-upon  a  fingle  word,  and  I 
could  not  obtain  it.^ — \'our  frivolous  heart  denies  my  friends 
flip  thefe  precious  moments,  and  that  to  clnploy  them — op 
••X'hat  noble  purppfe  : — why  to  give  thy  fublimc  judgnicnj:  op. 
play  1  '■  ^  * 

^  Baron.  But  they  kept  me'  by  fcrlc.  *■  ; 


fori, 


9^* 

/ 


Trifling  exc 


eft. 
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Baron.  Sir  I  proinife - 

Forlis.  Pray  do  any  thing  eJfe, — you’ve  promifed  enough* 
And  now,  Baron,  I  tell  you  very  civilly,  but  with  the  moR 
him  and  unalterable  refolution,  I  fhall  henceforth  have  no  more 
for  you  thaw  a  courtly  eReem, — one  of  your  dcar*<^(?«  ton  con- 
neclions  ^but  do  not  expert  j:hat  I  Ihopld  be  your  friend, 
nor  you  my  fon-in-law.  , 

Bar'on.  If  you  rejea  me  as  a  friend,  and  feel  no  regard  for 
me,  don’t  at  leaft  be  fo  fevereto  your  daughter.  Shet^^  your- 
fclf  a  father,  if  not  a  friend  ;  and  fince  I  am  forced  to  de¬ 
clare  it—- ^know  her  paflion  equals  mine, — and  that  a  mutual 
tendernefs - 

Forl'is.  What !  does  my  daughter  love  you  ? 

Baron,  i es.  Sir, — and  to  give  you  an  undoubted  proof  of 
it— read  that  letter  of  her  own  writing,  and  you’ll  lee,  that 
by  difap|X)inting  our  mutual  expedation,  you’ll  make  her 
iniferable,  as  well  as  myfelf.  / 

Forlh.  ( After  reading  the  letter,  nvhtch  he  ghes  hack.)  To 
prove  to  you  that  x’m  not  unjyft,  nor  governed  by  refentment 
I  confent  that  my  daughter  fiiall 'determine  for  herfelf, — tho* 
I  mull  tell  you,  that  I  believe  you’ll  not  make  a  better  hulband 
than  a  friend  ! — But  even  that  danger  is  iefs  for  her,  all  things 
confidered,  than  the  dreadful  roifery  of  having  her  inclinati- 

cn  forc’d,  and  being  joined  to  a  man  fhe  does  not  love _ I 

love  my  daughter  too  well  to  lacrifice  her  fo.  The  tendernefs 
cf  fathers  Ihould  give  bonds  to  their  authority  ;-and  we  flioold 
remember,  that  lieaven  has  given  us  power  over  our  cliiL 
dren  to  be  their  fupport,  and  not  their  tyrants. 

Baron.  I  fubmit  to  your  dccifion. 

Lifettc  enters, 

Forl'ts  Lifette  ! 


JJf  Here,*  Sir. 

Forlls.  Tell  my  daughter  I  want  her  ;  let  her  come  down' 
immediately.  /  [iV/Lif. 

Baron.  You  rcRore  me  to  life  in  rAing  thus. 

■  Forlh  I  claim  no  thanks  on  that  accmaiu,  Sir,  as  it  is  for 


my , daughters  fake  alone  I  do  it. 


7  .•I’f  hlar-.j  u  is 

.  Marq.  I  come.  Sir,  to  clear  up  ymir  miftake  about  the 
Go  /ernment,  and  to  let  you  know  thii-t  an  aiTmgcmcnt  is  made 
y  wiiicli  you  will  obtain  it. 
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Porlis.  I  iindcrftood  it  was  given  to  another. 

,  Marq.  No,  Sir ;  he  was  nam’d,  but  the  place  was  not 
given.  My  uncle,  who  had  fpoke  for  him,  has  got  it  chang’d, 
i  You  are  to  have  the  vacant  Government,  and  he  is  to  have 
1  your’s  with  a  penfion.  ",  ■  ^ 

FofUs.  I  cannot ’fay  enough.  Sir,  of  the  fatisfa^lion  this 
gives  me,  nor  of  my  obligation  to  the  hand  from  which  I  re¬ 
ceive  it. 

Enter  the  Countefs,  Lucile,  and  Lifette. 

Forlts.  Come  nearer,  daughter,  and  attend  to  me. — This 
I  is  the  mofb  critical  and  important  moment  of  your  life. — I  un- 
i  derftand  the  Baron  has  gained  your  affeeflions  ; — I  don’t  blame 
j  you,  nor  condemn  your  paflion,  w^hich  I  had  authorized  by 
my  choice. — Speak — I  leave  you  full  liberty  to  determine. 

Baron.  I  hope  for  a  favourable  dccifion  from  your  own 
1  mouth.  Speak,,  Lucile  and  confirm  my  happinefs. 

Marq.  Tho’  fure  (lie  loves  me,  I  have  not  his  confidence, 

;  and  even  tremble  at  her  decifion. 

Baron.  What’s  the  matter  ? — You  remain  cruelly  filent, 

(  \vhcn  a  linglc  word  may  confirm  our  happinefs.  What  can 
i  make  you  hefiiate  i’ — What  have  you  to  fear? — You  need  on¬ 
ly  repeat  wLat  you’ve  already  faid  in  that  charming  letter  ; 

;  and  you  Ihouldn’t  blufit  at  it — it  does  you  too  much  honour.  , 

Cennt.  What  letter  does  he  talk  of? 

Baron.  Here,  madam,  this  letter,  which  Ihe  wrote  to 
[  jiie.  \_G‘tves  the  letter  to  the  Countefs. 

Coimf.  Lucile.)  And  that  letter,  my  dear,  has  de¬ 
clared  your  choice,  and  the  man  to  w'hom  you  w«  ote  it  ? — 

Baron.  Is  alone  worthy  of  you. — Don’t  you  acknowledge 
it  as  your  fatlier  has  done  ? 

Liic.  Yes,  Sir,  I  acknowledge  it ; — he  is  alone  worthy  of 
my  love: 

Baron.  O  Lucile  !  by  that  avowal,  you  have  pronounced 
my  happinefs. 

Jaic.  I  have  not  pronounc’d.  Sir, — ^you  are  miHaken. 

Baron.  In  what ! — Have  you  not  owm’d  the  letter  you 
wrote  to  me  ? 

laic.  No  ? 

Barcn.  Wl:at  do  you  mean  ? 

Covnt.  Wliy,  that  it  was  not  to  you  ’twas  writ  to  aa 
abfent  man. 

Barcn.  Madam  ! 


/ 
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CounL  But,  Sir!  hear.  The  dejcaion  intof 

“  which  the  dread  of  bein^  forgot  by  you” — Forgot  !  [Ton 
the  Baron.]  Could  (he  forget  you,  who  were  always  tor- 
menting  her?  \_R.cads  agaiti.~\  “  Since  I  have  feen  you  here*’-— 
Seen  you  here  f^Jufl  arriv’d,  my  dear  Baron. 

iSaron.  But  the  Marquis  knows — 

Count.  Let  him  fp<^ak,  then. — ^Marquis  ! — why  you’re  all  H 
in  confufion  ! 

Forlis.  Daughter,  does- the  Marquis  know  your  fecrct  ? - 

Anlwer  me  direaly. 

I.uc.  Yes,  Sir,  iic  knows  it. 

Count.  Since  you  know  it,  you  fhould  declare. — Silent  ! - 

Oh!  I  thihk  I  have  a  little  fufpicion. — She  confclfes  he  knows 
her  fccret — he  is  all  confufion,  as  well  as  herfelf,  and  will,' 
not  fpeak. — I’ll  be  bang’d  it  he  is  not  the  fortunate  lover  ? — 
Oh,  yes,  ’tis  abfolutely  lo. 

•  Fori  Si  t  fhould  be  very  glad. 

JjUc.  'J’he  Countefs  has  guefs’d  it. 

Baron.  But  the  letter  ! 

JjUc.  VYas  for  him  ; — you  took  it  horn  me. 

Barhn.  I  am  tliuhdcrftruck  ! 

Count.  You  are  not  the  object  of  her  love! — Dear  Baron,. 
I  am  delighted.  [^Emlraccs  the  Baron. 

Forlis,  I  much  approve  your  choice — and  while  you  are; 
procuring  your  own  happinefs,  you  arc  paying  a  debt  for  your" 
father  ;  I  owe  the  Government  I  have  obtained  entirely  tot 
him. — Come,  my  dear  children,  let’s  leave  this  houfe,  fiorar 
which  every  thing  ought  to  banilh  us,  and  conclude  elfev/hercs 
your  happy  union. — You,  Baron,  fliall  have  no  longer  any  i 
thing  to  reflrain  you,  and  may  go  from  morning  to  night  withi 
the  amiable  Countefs,  to  hear  concertos,  fonatas,  and  Vacar** 
minis,  as  long  as  you  pleafe. 

Count.  His  marriage  is  abfolutely  off  then  !  I  can’t  contains 
myfelf  for  joy.  And  now,  from  me,  a  n^ioft  learned  profedbiM 

/ 

One  lelTon  take,  ’tis  this — Each  mortal  elf, 

If  he  knows  nothing  elfe,  fhould  know  himfelf ; 

Nor  friend,  nor  hufband — you  fliou’d  ever  be, 

You’re  charming  as  you  are,  we  muft  agree, 

And  to  be  happy  too — be  alv.^ays  free. 


FINIS. 


